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The PER $ONs repreſented, | 
Laid a Nobleman, ſecretly Ua. — 


in the Queen's intereſt. 
ProcLes, Tyrant of Epidauruc, 
in poſſeſſion of the Crown of Mr. Havard, 


Corinth. | 
M pon, his Fardurite. Mr. Packer. 
PgrIANDER, King of Corinth, Mr. Garrick, 
'PoLypors, his Son. Mr. Hotland. 


Axis rom. Mr. Burton. 
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PRO LOGUE 


Wiinen by AARON Hil, E. 
Spoke by Me Wriika 


FF —_ when wodefly and merit meet, 

How rare the union] and the force how fweet * 
Tho at ſmall praiſe our humble an: hor aims, 
His friend may give him, what his bluſh diſclaims 


Ladies !=-t1 you he makes his chief addreſs ; 
Form'd, to be pray d to, and even born to bleſs! 
He feels your power, himſelf, and makes it felt; 
His ſcenes will teach the flubborn heart to melt : 
And each fair eye, that nnv ſhines ſoftly here, 


Anon ſhall ſhine, Hill. ſo ier, thro à tear. 


Let not conſtraint your generous feghs repreſt, 
Nor veil compaſſion, nor repel diſtreſs. 
Your ſex's firength is in ſuch weakneſs found: © 
And ſigbs and tears bit help your charms to wound, 


Of all the wanders taught us by the fair, 
*Trs ſtrangeſt, Tragedy ſhould loſe their care / 
Where Love, foft tyrant ! in full glory reigns; 
And ſovereign Beauty h:Ids the wirld in chains. 


Leſs-poliſh/d, and more bald, the Comic Muſe 
Unkings your Cupid, or ob/trufts his views ; 
Uphzlds preſuming wit's familiar claim, 

And blots out awe from Love's diminiſt'd flame 3 


Findi, or makes faults, and ſets them Aron i in ſbt, 
Aud dares draw Won ax falſe, or Vain, or light. 
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White Tragedy—your ſervant, try'd, and true, 
Still to ycur Fame devoted, and to You ! 
Enflav'd to Love, ſubdu'd ambition brings, 
Firms Beauty's power, and crowns it ting of kings. 


Let wiſd d attention grace our ſcene to-night; 
And mou, ud affiittions move rifin'd delight, 
Each tender light of life we recommend, 
Wife, huſband, ſubje&, parent, Jon, and friend 
All ! your impaſſion d intereſts ſhall engag: 


And fear ſhall ſhake, and pily melt the flage 4 
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EURYDICE. 


TRAGEDY. 


ACTI. SCENE I. 


EURYDICE, MELISSA. 


bon foier. 


E heavenly powers ! what means this Areadful 
This war of fea and ſky? Icdſtorm? 


MELissA. 
| - Dreadful indeed l 
EURYDICE; 
Hear, from the wintry north how keen it howls, 
'Thro theſe lone towers, that rock with every blaſt, 
Each moment threatning ruin on our heads, 
| — ſee — ſtand here and caſt thine eyes below 
er the broad ocean to the diſtant ſky, - 
| 2 what confuſion fills the raving deep! 
What mountain-billows riſe ! Tis terrible; 
And ſuiting to the horrors of my fate, 
The dark deſpair that deſolates my ſoul. 
-  MeLigaA. 

Ha! Madam, look, due weſt where vonder rocks 
O'erhang the beating tides, O ſight of woe ! * 
Four goodly ſhips, before th” impetuous blaſt, 
Drive wild acroſs the waves. 

EUR T DICE. 


Aſſiſt them, Wa 
The . is bigh, aud — flood N r 
Lo, 
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Lo, now they climb a fearful ſteep, and ha 
On the big ſurge that mixes with the eater ug 
It burſts, behold ! and headlong down they reel 


| Into the yawning h. They 
A ſea rowls o'er I —— 


Mz 11ssA. 


: Ah! ſhe ftrikes 
4 - Ip d N cliff. Where is ſhe now? 
» WE | id in the dark a with all her crew ! | 
if All loſt for ever! 8 


1 | Evnrpice. 
1 Tauurn we from the ſight, 
| | Too cruel for a woman's eye to bear. 


| IIl- fated men! perhaps, at this ſad moment, 
* ; In ſome far-diſtant land, a faithful wife, 

| 

| 

| 


cage {cape : 
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A pious parent, with uplifted hands, 
Are offering vows to heaven for their return. 


| Alas! they meet no more.—Severely taught 
By my own ills, I feel for all th' unhappy z 

| Yet envy all, who are at reſt for ever 

| | While I, Meliſſa 

ö | Mer 1$s4. 

WW - Ah ! my Royal Miſtreſs, 

i | Eurydice, think rather the kind gods ; 

| | Would teach you, by this ſight of mournful ruin, 

Patience and gentler thought, When others too 

| Are miſerable, not to know the worſt | 

| Is ſome degree of bliſs. | 

| | EvurrYDpiIcE. 

1 | Meliſſa, no. | 

| The face of inſtant death were leſs alarming 

F Than ſuch a life as mine ; for thou haſt known me 

Rich in a ſon and glorious in a huſband, 

The gaze of envying Greece: thou ſeeſt me now 

Caſt down to loweſt infamy, the ſlave, 

The ſport of earth's worſt tyrant ; who betray'd me 

Who would deſtroy my faireſt fame—Juſt heaven ! 

And ſhall this bold offender, who has broke 

All bonds of holy faith, yet bids his ſoul 

Rejoice and take her eaſe, ſhall he long triumph 

Here in the tkhrone of Corinth? while its lord 


EURYDICE 


The great unhappy Periander roams 
A nameleſs fugitive ! 
Mr Iss. 


| Madam, behold —— 
What may this mean ?—the tyrant's minion comes, 


SCENE U. 


Fuxypice, MELssa, Mzpon. 
MEepon. 
Hail, beauteons queen. By me, the royal Procley 
With lowly ſervice bends him to your charms: 
* ſmiling health, ind years peace of mind, * 
Light up your morn, and make fag 
This, Sh the tendereſt 9 
EURYDICE. a 
Canſt thou inform me 
Of thoſe unhappy men, whom 1 but now 
Saw periſh on this coaſt ? 
MEpoNn. 
Not who they are ; 
But what their fate, theſe eyes with dread beheld, 
The N too, from the morning's chace return d, 
At this {ad fight ſpur'd on, with all his train, 
To fave, if poſſible, whom the wild ſea 
Caſts forth upon the land. But firſt, his love, 
That counts each moment's abſence from your eyes 
An age of lingering torment, bade me fly 
With health and greeting to the matchleſs fair, 
Who holds his foul enſlav'd, 
EURYDICE. 
Then, bear him back, 
From her whom he has wrong d, inſulted, ruin'd, 
Horror and loathing | unrelenting ſcorn ! 
And all a woman's hate ! in due return 
Far his detcſted how. The tyrant-coward ! 
To cruſh the fallen and helpleſs ! to embitter 
The pangs, the miſeries, himſelf has caus d 
With gall of mockery | | 
MzDpov. 
And yet, perba 
duch den as 2 returns * 
2 W 
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Of kinder meaning, and more gracious accent. 
May I preſume to place before your eyes, - 
In faithful proſpect, that impending ruin 
He ſav*d you from? See, then, your abſent Lord 
Involy'd abroad in unſucceſsful war, 
With troops averſe and mutinous ! See too, 
From them diffus'd and with cantagious ſwiftneſs 
Spred thro your capital, the ſame deep taint 
Of factious rage] Behold your ſubjects, deaf 
To duty's voice and mix d in one wide guilt, 
Axiſe, attack, inſult you, in this fort! 5 
Say, where was then your hope, when meagre famine 
Join'd his devouring ravage ? When your eyes 
Saw daily, hourly periſh thoſe poor Few, 
Whoſe faith had kept them yours ! 
Eunxxrprex. 
er e O would to heaven 
Ichen had pariſh'd t ́¶ „ -> 
Mepo. | od 
Such was your ſtate, 
Loſt even to hope, when generous Procles flew 
Impatient to your aid; diſpers d, and quell'd 
I general treaſon. May I dare to urge 
Theſe ſervices? But what are thele ? His throne, 
His heart is yours: He lays them at your feet: 
He bids you reign in both. 
rer: EUALDICE, ng. 
5 Thou baſe of heart! 
To ſlaves like thee, who flatter and in flame | 
Their prince's crimes, . are owing half the pl "Pp 
That curſe mankind. . Has not thy faithlets ord, 
Whoſe guilt this ſhameful praiſe of thine brings home 
On thy own ſoul, uſurp'd the very crown 
He {wore to ſave? And I too—thy bold inſult 
Shews I indeed am wretched. —Bnt more talk, 
Indulg'd with thee, would ftain me with thy vilengſs ; 
Would prove that wretched fate, not undeſerv'd. 
Away l. 5 | | 


---» 
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8 O E N E III. 
EURYDICE,. Marissa: 
-  EURYDICE. 


Theſe ſpecions freophagts ! theſe ſmooth - 
And ſupple miniſters of vice! they lead 
Their — on from crime to crime, and riſe 
In flattery, as the tyrant grows in guilt ! 
| Maris A. 


My heart eie ſome fatal Conloquiznce 
Will ſpring from this. 
Evaevice. 
x Here let it fall, Meliſſa: 
J merit all that fortune can inflict, | 
For truſting this betrayer, this corſt Procles. 
Melissa. 
Alas ! no other choice remain d 
EuURYDICE, 
Yes—death |! | 
I ſhould have dyd: be was the foe of Corinth, 
MEL1sSA.. _ 


Yet his fair-ſeeming might have won belief 

rom cautious doubt, ot cool - conſidering age. 
frequent, urgent meſſage he conjur'd you 

To fave — With open honour own d 

His — enmity ; but by each power, 

Celeſtial and infernal, ſwore twas paſt : 

Nay, more; that as a king, and as a man, 

Juſt indignation at your rebel-ſubjects, 

And pity of your fate, had touch'd his heart. 

All this he ſwore, _ 

pls EURYDICE, 

Blut fame had truly ſpoke him, 

Perfidieus and alpiring. No; the weak, 

The coward-woman in my foul betray'd me! 

For this, my days, my nights are ever — 

With fiend-l like forms of horror and remorſe ! 

Still conſcience holds her cruel mirror up 

That to myſelf reflects me, as I am, 


Vnequal to the poſt where honour plac'd me ' 
B 3 More 
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More light of faith than infancy to dotage ! 
For this, my ſuffering ear is daily wounded 
With vows of impious love! 
MEL1$s4. | 
| That wa 5 indeed, 
I dread to turn my view. A ſoul fo brutal, 
Inflam'd with nightly inſolence and wine 
What may he not attempt ? 
EvRyYDICE, 

A thouſand deaths 
Are in that thought to know myſelf his ſlave $ 
Beneath one roof with him ! and yet'compell'd 
To ſuffer hated life—for can I die, 
Unheard, unjuſtified ? while Periander, 
Himſelf of jealous honor, and from her, 
He deigned to love, expecting juſt returns 
Of equal faith unblam'd ; while ſuch a huſband, 
Thro doubts miſguiding miſts, beholds me ſtill, 
Wicked, not weak? deceiving, not betrayd? 

| MELISSA. 
How nicely fearful is true loye ? Not all 
Chaſte Dian's cold ſeverity of honor 
Surpaſſes yours: yet ſtill 
EURYDICE, 
Peace. Who comes yonder 2 

Leonidas! *Tis he. With flow ſad fie 
He bends this way : and on his cheek fits pale 
Some penſive thought. Ah ! whence theſe dark fore- 
That ſhiver thro my frame ? [bodings, 


SCENE lv. 


Euxrpicz, MELISSA, LEoNIDAs. 
LEONIDAS. 
Oh queen ! forgive me, 
If I appear before you, to impart 42 
A mouraful meſſage : but, by Procles' order 
EURYDICE. 
W hate'er proceeds from him, Leonidas, 
To me muſt needs be fatal, But ſay on. 
7 | With 


Uu 7 
With all it's terrors arm'd, death is leſs dreadful, 
Than being in his power. 
LEONIDAS. 
| Unhappy princeſs ! 
Your fate might melt the hardeſt — and teach 
Even cruelty's remorſeleſs eye to weep |! 
How ſhall I ſpeak the reſt ? | 
EURYDICE. 
Leonidas 
What is this fearful tale, too ſad for utterance ? 
Alas! why doſt thou weep ? why tura thine eye 
Severe on heaven ? | 
Leoninas. 


O my torn heart !—This ſtorm, 
This fatal tempeſt 


Evurypice. 
Ha ! what ſhips were thoſe— 
Say. ſfpeak—that ſunk but now before our eyes, 
In ſight of ſhore ? 
Leonipas. 
The very fleet deſfign'd 


For your relief; to free repenting Corinth 
From this betrayer, this deteſted Procles. 


The king was there embark'd ! 
EURYDICE. 
Thea all is loſt? 
MELISSA, 
Che faints! 
| LEoNntDAS. 
My ſoul's in tears to ſee her thus! 
How is it, Lady ? Oh were this ſhort pauſe 
From thought and pain, the laſt eternal ſleep, 
She then were bleſt But ſoftſhe breathes again. 
EURYDICE. 
O Periander ! my much injur'd lord ! 
Would I had dy'd for thee—Ah ! gentle maid, 
Was it then he, my huſband, whom theſe eyes 
Saw periſh in the ſtorm ! whoſs fate I wept, 
Nor knew that all the cruel wreck was mine ! 


B 4 Ma iss A. 


Eternal Juſtice ! hear theſe guilty ſounds ! 


r 


„ MerIssA. 
Unhappy day ! | 

TE >, - "ip 
Undone Enrydice ! 


But 1 will die ſhould have dy'd before 


When my mean cowardice, my dread of death, 
Betray'd me to falſe Procles. l had then 
Dy'd innocent: I had not then deſerv'd 

A ruin'd huſband's carſe, —O thought of horror! 
Perhaps his lateſt breath, even in the hour 

Of awful fate, charg'd me with all his wrongs, 
His life and honour loſt ! perhaps expir'd 
In imprecations on me 


 Mer1ssa. 
Oh, for pity, 
Ceaſe theſe diſtracting thoughts. They but inflame 
The rage of real ills, and wound you deeper. 
| LEoNnIDAs. 

Would tears, my gracious miſtreſs, aught avails us, 
Methinks theſe aged eyes could number drops 
With falling clouds, or the perpetual ſtream, 
But while we mourn, our enemy rejoices, 
And ſounds his cruel triumph loud to heaven. 
If I have bow'd me to his impious will, 
Tho with that ſtrong reluctance, Nature feels 
At what ſhe holds moſt mortal and abhorr'd ; 
It was with view to turn, as reaſon warrants, 
Againſt the traitor his own treacherous arts, 
And ruin him, with ſafety to my ſovereign. | 
This may be done. Sad Corinth looks with horror 


I 


On her late guilt: ſhe feels it puniſh'd too, 


By double weight of chains from that hard hand 
Which ſcourges her each hour with whips of ſcorpions. 
She waits but ſome wiſh'd chance, at once to riſe, 
And drive him from her throne. 


MELISSA. 


Theſe trumpets ſpeak 
His ncar approach. 


EURYDICE, Fe 
Oh fire of gods and men! 


Behold 


U Nrn. 
Behold this tyrant's revel ! fille a king 
Thy great reſemblance, floats a cold pale — ä | 
Or on the naked beach caſt vilely out, q 10 
Unknown, N — 2 ann 
By all my griefs I ch theſe ſhores, MM 
Each cliff and cavern where the wild wave beats, 
For my lov'd lord, and to theſe widow'd arms 
Give back his dear remains. 


LEONIDAS. | 
See, Procles comes. 


SCENE V. 
PROCLES, MEDON, Lzon1DAs, Attendants, 
Ms - © © 


Hail glorious day! auſpicious fortune. hail ! 

From this triumphant hoyr my future life 

Runs fait and ſmiling on. The bold attempt, 

Laid dark and deep by my moſt dreaded foe, 

Is periſh'd with it's author, From on high | 

Heaven arm'd his winds and ſeas to fight my battle: 

And victory is mine without my care, 

Almoſt without my knowledge. Yes, the gods, 

The gods themſelves eſpouſe my happy cauſe! 

For this, let flowery garlands wreathe their ſhrines ; 

Let hecatombs before their altars bleed 

And triumph reign thro Canide 5 ak 
a Attendants withdraw, 


aa Mako Is the queen 
Inform'd of all Leonidas? 5 
LEONJDAs ? ? 
She is. 
2 
4 ſhe received the ne ꝗ]ãs 
LtoxrDas. | 
| Wich fad priſe, 
And many tears, my lord. 
PROCLES: 
Juſt the fond ſex : 


Such their vain grief; a moment's paſſing ſtorm, 
And all is calm. Be it thy farther care, 


As 


— 
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As the receding flood forſakes our ſnore, 
To make ſtrict ſearch thro all this coaſt around 
For Periander's corpſe. I would, methinks, 
A while indulge my eyes ; a while peruſe 

The features df a rival once fo fam d, 

So terrible in arms; whoſe partial fortune 
Soar'd high above, and ever thwarted mine 

In all the dearer aims that ſwell my thought, 
Love and ambition. 


LEoNIDAS. 
Mark this, righteous heaven ! 


SCENE VL 


PRocLEs, MEDox. 
MepoN. | 
At length, fir, all the gods eſpouſe yoyr cauſe: 
And fortune is your own. Your native realm, 
Fair Epidaurus, peaceful and reſign'd, | 
Acknowledges her lord. A rival's fate 
Confirms his kingdom yours. 
PROCL. ES, 
Yet I am ſtill 
Unbleſt amid this flow of proſperous fortune. 
1 all — — — 4 wiſh, 
mpire an ng homage, can beſtow 
T — better joy I — for. 
M por. 
Ah, my prince, 
Forget, or ſcorn that proud ill- natur d fair one. 
| PROCLES. 


Impoſſible. By heaven my ſoul can form 


No wiſh, no thought but her. I tell thee, Medon, 


With bluſhes tell thee, this proud charmer reigas 


Unbounded o'er my reaſon. I have try'd 

Each ſhape, each art of varied love to win her; 

Alternate prayers and threats, the ſoothing {kill 

Of paſſionate ſincerĩty, the fire 

Of rapturous vows : but all theſe arts were vain. 

And 'twas my ſoul's firſt aim, the towering point 

Of all my wiſhes, to prevail in this ; 

To triumph ver my rival too in love. 
That 


E UR T DIe E. 
That had been great revenge! ©. 
| Mgebon. 
Believe me, Sir, 
When onde the fit of wilfulneſs is o'er, 
The female vanity of tears diſcharg'd, 


She meets your wiſhes, and forgets a huſband 
Who is no more. 


Proctes. 

| Perdition on his name ! 

J dread his memory as my rival ſtill. 
But if I have not won her to be mine, 
At leaſt that hated hulband reap'd no joy 
From her fantaſtic honour. Stung to 
For ill-requited love, I darkly ſpread 
Surmizes of her truth. He thought her falſe : 
And, as he doated on her, the dire tale | 
Was poiſon to his quiet. Jealouſy, | 
In all its horrors, muſt have ſeiz d his ſoul. 
I triumpk'd there! 


* 


Meno. 
Twas exquiſite revenge. 
J too, my lord, who live but He your pleaſure, 
Your ever-faithful ſlave, I too combin'd b 
To aid your vengeance, You can ſtill remember 
When in a dungeon's depth Ariſton lay, 
Ariſton, Periander's factious friend. 
With looks of ſeeming pity I oft mourn'd 
His hard impriſonment, complain'd of you, 
Nay, curs'd your cruelty ; till I had brought 
His unſuſpecting honeſty to credit 
My fiction of the Queen. I told him then, 
With well - diſſembled hatred of her crime, 
Invenoming each circumſtance, that ſhe, 
Forgetful of her better fame, had heard 
Your ſecret paſſion, and with equal ardor 
Return'd its warmth. Nay, that ſhe often urg'd you 
To wreak your rage on him, the hated friend 
Of her loath'd huſband, Having thus alarm'd him, 
After long pauſe I let him ſcape at laſt 
To find his maſter out. 
PRQOCLES. 


I thank thee, Medon. 
But 
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= EURYDICE 
But this avails not much. My ſoul burns in me 
With furious longings to ſubdue that woman; 
To bend her pride of virtue to my paſſion. 
I fancy, in her arms, tranſcendent joys, | 
A heaven of higher bliſs, not to be found . 
In unreſiſting Beanty, wood and won 
At idle leiſure. Yet, one trial more: 
Then, if I am repuls d, away at once 
All little arts of love. | a 
Menon. k 

Mean while, the banquet, 
Which Pleaſure's curious hand hath furniſh'd out 
With ſplendid choice, awaits you, and invites 
The laughing thought and triumph. There the god, 
The jocund god of wine, with roſe-buds crown d, 
Mirth in his look, and at his fide the band 
Of little playful Loves, fills high the bowl, 
And bids it low unbounded. Muſic too 
Joins her enchanting voice, and woos the ſoul 
With all her magic {kill of moving ſtrains : 
Till the ſoft hour is melted into bliſs, 
Beyond the power of fancy, when her dream 
Is youth and beauty, kind aboye reſtraint ! 

* Pacoctxs. | 
Come on, then, Medon. Life is vainly ſhort ; 
A ſpan, a paſſing ſhadow: and when death | 
Has quench'd this finer flame that moves the heart, 
Beyond is all oblivion, and waſte night 
That ſees no following dawn. Since then our fate 


' No future knows, the preſent ſhall be ours ! 


And now, while, in her train, aſcending Night 
Leads on the revel hour of free delight ; 
Gay, wild, without controll, in wanton ſtate, 


Let Muſic, Mirth, and Love around us wait! 


* 


ACT 
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The ſeene, part of a rocky caſh, at the bottom of the 


Rr terminated by a view of the acean, 


' Leoninas, alone, 
HIS way, a diſtant ſound alarm'd mine ear! .* 
Broken it ſeem'd to be, the voice of mourning 


And deep diſtreſs; but all around is ſtill, - 
Save, from theſe rocks, the hoarſe remurmuring deep. 


Thou ſilent moon ! and all ye 2 unnam'd, 


Whoſe reign extends o'er ſolitary night 

Now guide my ſteps, to where the pale remains 
Of my lov'd maſter ly; that weeping duty 

May pay the laſt fad rite—Ha 1! what art thou? 


A man ? or fear-form'd Shadow of the night ! 


86 EN Þ 
LEONIDAS PERIANDER, at the mouth of 4 cavern, 


PERIANDER, 


& 


LEoNiDAs, With 3 
The ſame ! but ſpeak again, 


; PERIANDER. 
Leonidas! | 2 
1D äwww. i do wut 
Ah! can it be, ye powers! 
My Royal Lord 
PERIAND ER. 
A wretch that has 1 no name! 
5 LEONI DAS. 


7 * 


Oh all ye gods! may I belieye my ſenſes! 
*'Tis he, my prince !—Juſt heaven, to thee I kneel, 
And thus adore thy great directing hand; 
*Tis moſt amazing 
PERIANDER. 
| Riſe, Leonidas : 
I am beneath thy care, Thou ſeeſt me here, 


Sav d from the deep to be more bf: on ſhore, * 
1 
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LEONID As. | 
My king and maſter, tho my heart bleeds in me 
With all your mighty ills, I muſt again 
Bleſs that good heaven whoſe providence has ſav'd yatts - 
"Tis ſtrange ! tis wonderous all ! But how, oh how 
Have you eſcap'd the tyrant's jealous ſearch ? 
His poſted guards explored with ſtrict ſurvey, 
Till cloſe of eve, each cliff and cave around. 
PERIANDER. 


Hear then the mournful tale. My lit:le fleet 
Now ſail'd in ſight of Corinth, when at once 
Broad darkneſs hid the noon-day-ſun ; at once, 
With tempeſt on his wing, the north-wind roſe, 
Upheav'd the deeps, and hurl'd them ſurge on ſurge 
In mountains to the ſhore! A ſtorm ſo fierce, 

So big with ruin, baffled our beſt ſkill, 
Deſpair ſtruck every heart. The ſhip ran round 
In giddy whirls, and bulg'd on ſome hid rock. 
O diſmal moment! till methinks I hear 
The general, dying ſcream of multitudes 
Juſt drowning in th' abyſs. How poor a thing 
Is a king then, Leonidas !—I oraſy'd 
A floating wreck, the rude ſea roaring round me, 
And burſting o'er my head; but, bury'd deep 
Beneath the whelming tide, at once I loſt 
The light of heaven and life. A wave it ſeems 
Lodg'd me within a cavern's ſecret depth, 
Near this tall mountain, 
LEoNn1Das. 
Miracle of fate 
Some god's immediate hand conducted it, 
Severely merciful.— Bur, fir, the prince— 
I tremble to enquire, and yet would know — 
What of his fate ? 
PERIANDER, 


I know not what to think: 
But to be mine, it ſeems, is to be wretched. 
Half of my fleet, yet riding in the port, 
I left to his command, with ſtrifteſt charge 
To fail ſome few hours after. It were vain 
To tell thee now the reaſon of my order. 
This ſtorm, I fear, may have ſurpriz'd him too, 
Unhappy Polydore ! 

LEo@NIDAS. 


kon 16 


LEONIDAS. 


Your own eſcape, 
So full of wonder, and beyond all hope, 
Inclines me to ſtrong faith that heaven is ſtill 

ncern'd for your affairs. But to behold 

The firſt, = late the happieſt of mankind, 
At this dead hour, alone and wandering here ! 
No roof, but this cold cope of ſhadowy night, 
No couch, but this unhoſpitable earth 
To ſhelter and receive you — 


PERIANDER, 


* 


Think me not 
80 in ſoul, to ſtoop beneath the preſſure 

Of 8 's hand. That would be to deſerve it. 
But there is ſtill behind>-O death to honor! 
One cruſhing blow that lays me low indeed! 
That ſinks me in the duſt ! 


LEONID As. 


What do I hear? 
Your words amaze me. 


PERIANDRR. 
How, Leonidas! 
Surely thou art no ſtranger to my thought. 
Procles—Eurydice—Wilt thou not ſpeak 
To ſave my bluſhes! 
Lrowip As. 


with ſuch watchful care 
The tyrant's truſted ſpies obſerve her ſteps, 
That till this fatal evening, when by order 
Of Procles, I inform'd her of your death, 
I have not ſeen her once. 


PERIANDER., 
Juſt what I fear'd: 
That guilty ſeereſy was well contriv'd 
To cover crimes too foul for honeſt eyes, 
And heaven's fair light to ſee. None, none but Procles 
Could gain admittance : and to him my gates, 
My fortreſs, nay my bed itſelf was open ! 


LEON IDAsS. 


O wrong her not, my Lord. Had you but ſeen 
| With 


| 
» 36 E U+R:Y;D: IIc. 
With what convulſive pangs of heart - felt anguiſh, 


What bleeding agonies, ſhe heard the tale 

Of your imagird death, your ſoul would melt 

In pity of her woes. This Procles too | . 
Call'd down each power of heaven to witneſs for him, 
He meant her fair. Hers was the common canſe 
Of kings, he ſaid, whoſe place and honor bound them 


To ſcourge rebellion, in whatever ſhape, 


Wherever found. And then what was her ftate ? 
Death in his ghaſMieſt form, conſuming famine, 
Hung inftant o'er her head. O think of this, 
And add not to her wrongs, 

- P ERIAN DER. 


| Ha! wrong her, ſay'ſt thou? 
Anſwer me : has ſhe not entail'd diſgrace, 


And vileneſs on my name? Has ſhe not made me 


The laughter of my foe, the ſcoff of Procles ? 


O Ocurſe? is there in all the wrath of heaven! 


A plague, a ruin, like that infamy ! 

Wrong her I am too well inform'd of all; 
Too certain of the bluſhful ſtain that cleaves 
To me and mine for ever ! 


LEONIDAS. 
3 Ah, my Lord, 
By all good powers, by your eternal quiet, 
I beg you hear me—— : 
PERIANDER. 


278 9 I have heard too much, 
Too much, juſt Gods! to hope for quiet more. 
Thoſe fates inexorable, that purſue 
My life with utmoſt rigor, would not ſpare me 
The knowledge of my ſhame. From my beſt friend 
Bluſhing I learnt it—But haſt thou e er felt 
That heart of anguiſh ſtab'd by murderous fears, 
And ſhuddering with ten thouſand mortal thoughts! 
That tempeſt of the ſoul that knows no calm: _ 


_ » Taſling from love to hate, from doubt to rage, 
_ To raving agony ! | 


Lo DAs. 
O heaven and earth! 

Truſt me, I weep to hear ſo fad a tale. 

P ana PERIANDER, 


N 


EURYDICE „ 


FI tell thee all! for oh! my ſoul is full, 

And muſt have vent. - My aking memory, 

Still fruitful _— brings again 

Thoſe days, months of horror I have known. 
Abandon 4 to diftraRtion, I renounc'd 1 

The commerce of mankind. I ſought to vent 

My ravings in the wildnels of the woods; 

To hide my ſhame in their night. 

The morn (till brought it back: the midnight-ſhade 
Could not conceal it. Her lone echoes groan d 
Unceaſing with my = : and 3 ghoſts, 
Forbid to reſt even in 


Beheld a ſoul more loſt, — | than they. 


| LEONIDAS. 
O Sir, no more—— 
PERIANDER. 
When I recall'd the paſt, 
Life's vernal months, the 3 hours of peace '- + 
And unſuſpecting love; ; ag Joys | 
In rearing one lov'd ſon ; "OS ks heaven of bliſs 
Which princes ſeldom find, and was all ours; «+ 
My ſoul dy'd in me. Solitary, wild - | LN 
I wept, I groan'd, in bitterneſs of heart. 
But when curſt Procles flaſh'd-on my remembrance, 
My known, my deadly foe—that — of all, 
A he had made her vile ! twas then, tis now 
, madneſs.—You at laſt arrous'd me 
To thoug ts of vengeance. With all ſpeed I fail'd, 
Feeding my frenzy with the gloomy joy 
Of ſtabbing the betrayer in her arms; 
Of plunging both to hell—but this cur form! 
Theſe treacherous waves ! 


Lronipas.. | 
Ye gods | what have I heard; 
Alas! alas! all waves, all ſtorms, are calms 
To jealouſy. O my lov'd Lord, beware 
Of that r, that ſelf-torturing fiend, 
Who loves his pain, and feeds the cruel cares 
That prey upon his life; _— frantic eye 
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Is ever open, ever prying rounc 
For what he dreads to find. 8 


12 nt Hem ba, 
By all thoſe horrors 

Thou haſt deſexib'd 1 my crime deſerves them all. 
Think back with me or thou alone wert preſent / 
On that dread moment, When to his ſad couch 
My father call'd me, dying as he lay! _m— | 
Then is the hout when atl- earth's — — obig 
Before the cloſing eye! when virtue's vie, 
Ambition, even in kings, will deign to hear! 
He heard it; bade me graſp her holy altar, 
And ſwear, that Corinth he had long enſlav'd, bis 
By me to all her rights ſhould: be reſtor'd: : 
I ſwore : I meant to keep the ſacred oath ; 
But young, and fond 01 heart, too lightly weigh'd i " wh 
Againſt the blooming miſchief of her beauties, 
T hat native by of lock and air, 
Which lighted up the charms it fanCtify'd ! 
Leſs than a — thought beneath her place. 
To ſee her there, ador'd by kneeling worlds, 
And blazing, from that height, fn al her beams, 
This amorous folly was my ſource of guilt ! 
And, by heaven's hand, my ſource of ſorrow too 
'Tis juſt, tho dreadfal ! Tam puniſh'd moſt + 
Where I had bid my ſoul be moſt ſecure 
Of happineſs for years! | 


LEONIDAS, 

You judge yourſelf _ 
With cruelty, my Lord. Greece ne'er beheld _ 
More virtue on a throne : and, till mad faction 
Their loyalty unhing'd, your 'people long, 
In their lov'd prince, a gracious parent own'd. 
For your afflicted queen, I hold her {till 
As pure as truth itſelf. This is, by heaven, 
Some dark-lald treachery, the crime of Procles. 


PERIANDER. - | 
Of Procles, ſay'ſt thou? Kings may be ambitious 
May, for a ſceptre, ſoar to glorious guilt: 


But can a ſovereign fink himſelf to baſcneſs 2 | pdt 
IH baſeneſs of a lye ? 


* 8 
.# 


— 


LEONIDAS. 


* 


* u x D 1 CE 29 
| LEONIDAgS. 

You know him not : = 
Luſt and ambition are not all his crimes — 
But is this time, m Lord, for further talk .. 
Think where we are. I tremble for your life. 3 
The place is hoſtile ground; diſcovery here © 
May find us but, tho ſhrouded round by night. 
Hence let us fly, where I may lodge 188 grief 
In ſome ſafe ſolitule - 

_PERIAND ER. , 

Then good old man! 
By heaven, th erde — and truth 
Half reconcile e to difgrace and e 
Yet bluſhing let me tell thee all my folly— - 
Might I but ſee Eurydice. —Nay ſtart not ark 
I know tis baſe.” I know thei is beneath 09: 
My cooleſt ſcorn: | I hate and curſe' this weakiicht, » 5 
Yet— let me ſee her If The Ri has 8 {08 1871 v2 
Her faith inviolate ; fallen 381 am 10 
My ruin will be light. If otherwiſe, Nee 
To know the worſt will be ſoft ſoothing 2 5 
To this hot hell of ub , 


Luxodrpas. 


I wiſh you, Sir, 
To weigh the certain peril that attends 
This raſh adventure. Should, which heaver . 
Should Procles' guards diſcover you, oh think 
What muſt enſye ! Think, in your ai the queen . & 
And prince both ruin d e. | 
Penta DER. 
But my Genius prompts. 
Fate calls; and I muſt on. No face of danger 
Can be ſo dreadful as the vulture-thoughts 
That gnaw my heart-ſtrings. But we both are ſafe. 
The moon withdraws her light: and who will dream 
Of finding Periander in this ruſſet ? 
This, when the ſtorm grew big, I threw around me; 
That, if I periſn d then, my vulgar fate 
Might ever reſt unknown ; and Procles ſtil! 
Sit ä his throne—But bark, what ſounds? 
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| Leon1Das. 
The Tyrant thus diſhonors fortune's favor 
By this mean pomp and triumph—Yet tis well. 
Now riot rules the hour, and watchful order 
Reſigns his poſt to diſſolute ſecurity. 
We now may paſs unqueſtion'd. Some kind god 
Precede us, and throw tenfold darkneſs round ! 


=. i Aa ma 


EvRyDice, alone. 


O night of ruin, horror, and deſpair ! 

Walks there beneath thy univerſal ſhade 

A wretch like me undone? All-ruling gods 

Why have I liv'd to this? Why was my crime 
Viſited on the guiltleſs head ? on him 

For whom my ſoul would have met death with joy ? 
What hope remains to miſery like mine? 

Oh ! I am loſt, beyond the hand of heaven 

To ſave me now! 


S CEN E WV. 
EURYPICE, MELISSA. 


Mer ssl. 
: Chaſte Juno guard you, madam ! 
Watching for good Leonidas, this moment 
I faw the tyrant croſs the lower court, 
Attended by his minion : as new riſen 
From the mad midnight's feaſt ; his wanton robe 
Looſe-flowing from behind, and on his head 
A feſtal wreathe of roſes ——— 


EURYDICE. 
Ah ! he's here. 


SC EN E V. 


PROCL ES, EUuRYDICE, MELISsA, MEDON, 
PROCLES. 
Parent of Joys ! inſpiring god of wine ! 
In whoſe gay train the graces with their queen, 
And wit and winning eloquence are found, 
Come. 


— 


Would draw rem 
Whom pity never knew. What then art thou? 


R URYDICE w 
Come to my aid inyok'd |—Eurydice ! | vn 
Bright obj0E OE Oh quench not thus 
In fruitleſs tears thoſe eyes, that wont to ſmile 
With all love's ſweetneſs, all his dewy 
Diffuſing life around thee, 
| EURVYDICE. 

Hence, thou tyrant, 
And 8 IIls like mine 

and reverence from the ſavage, 


o 


Whoſe brutal rage adds bitterneſs to woe, 
And anguiſh to the breaking heart! 
PROCLES. 
"Tis well, 
Yet have a care: my 8 
Upbraiding now. Be wile, and timely ſeize 
he minute of good fortune, that by me 
Invites thee to be bleſt. | 
TIA _ EvuRyDice. 
Talk'ſt thou of bliſs ! 

Thou bane of all my happineſs ! Caſt back, | 
Eaſt back thy guilty eyes, and view the crimes 
Thy ſoul ſtands charg d with] view my bleeding wrongs ! 
But heaven, whom thou haſt proudly ſet at nought, 
Will call thee to a dreadful reckoning. | 
» PRoCLEs. 

| | No! 
The gods and I are friends: they crown my cauſe 
With favor and ſucceſs. Be thou too mine, 
And imitate the great example ſet thee. 


| EVURYDICE. 
Thou vain and blind in foul ! the righteous gods, 


Oft, in their anger, cloathe, whom maſt they hate, 


With all the pride of fond proſperity, 
To make his fall more terrible. 
PROCLEs, 
Confuſion | 
Still wayward and perverſe! Off then this tameneſs, 
Theſe ſupple, fawning ＋ By all th' impatience ha 
* 1 T lat 
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That goads Wn ſoul, 1% not lättet 2. 7 


Know thou in my y power, and * 
Evxrpick. bonne 
Tyrant, . 
This friendly 1 170 ſets me free, 
+, attempting to ſlab . 
Fabel xs. 


1 41 = 
what, 
What would thy 3 paſſion ? BER is. wildneſs, 
Th' extravagance of female wilfulneſs. 
It muſt not be : you ſhall be gently forc 4 
To live, and to be happy.— Slave, what means | 
This rude intruſion ? 


S CEN E VI. 
EURYDICE, PROCL Es, an officer „ Kc. 
OFFICER, 
What I bring, as 
My ſovereign's preſent ear. As now I walk'd, 
North of the poſtern-gate, my ſtation'd round ; 
A ſtranger lurking there, obſerv'd and ſhan'd me. « 
With ſeeming inattention on I paſs d 
But inſtant rous'd the neareſt watch, return'd, 
And ſeiz d him as he fled. His ſullen ſilence, 
His hands oft rais'd to heaven with earneſt action, 
Aſſure me, he is of no common note. - 
PROCLES. 


"Tis well. This vigilance deſerves our thanks. 
Go, ſee him brought before us. 


$CEN E VII. 


PRRIAN DER, EURYDICE, PrOCLES, &c. 


EvuRYDice, afide. 
£ Oh ye powers ! 
PERIANDER, aſide. 
* poiſon to my eyes 
PROCLEs. 


I know him not. 
He ſeems to WES: with ſome ſtormy thought, 


E U RCT DI C E. 23 
That deeply ſhakes his frame. Who art nerd ay” 
Why at this hour of filence lingering here? 
Ha ! ſpeak; reſolve me rack hall tevr | 
Confeſſion from thy pangs. ei 
Frater, 8 
Feolate, then haſt _—_ me 


But all is equal n now. | 
| kn. 
Behold in me, 

The man on earth vim thou haſt injar'd moſt. 
Tf guilt-can know remorſe, whatmuſt t thou keel 
At Sight of Periander ? | 

Pxoerxs. | 

Periander 
* | Eu vic. 
wut now, we both are ruin'd. 

 PROCL ES. 


Heaven, I thank thee, 
I form'd tar e one TE; one cro wiſh, -. 
ny thou haſt heard it | This is mor tha dung 
EURYDICE, 
O! = lov'd Lord . 
| PerIANDER. 
Thou canſt no more — me. 
For thee, my ſoul ſtill unfubdu'd and royal, 
Diſdains to parle with thine. 


- PRocLEs, 
Yet thou art fallen 
Beneath my wrath, the vaſſal of my nod, 
To be chaltis'd for mirth. Guards, drag him hence, 
And plufige him in the dungeon's depth. 


PERIANDER. 

Away, Ys 
Unkingly boar. "Can blind fortune's ſmile 
Debaſe thee to the cowardice of infult ? | 
'Thy brutal manners well revenge me on thee : 
They ſhew thee as thou art—My nobler part, 
Th' immortal mind, thy fury cannot reach: 
Thy whips and racks can there impreſs no wound. e 
And for this weary „ in thy power, F 
. & > 4 1 t 
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It is beneath my care. L. 
Chains, ſcourges 
Or fears abherrent, cannot ſhock my thought 

Like thy loath'd fight, and that-vile Woman's. On. 


S CEN E Vu. 
EuRYDICE, PROCLEs, MEL1s8A, MEDog. 
- EURYDICE. 
My lord, my huſband, ſtayO hear me | hear me 
Shame, rage, diſtraftion !—Cryel tyrant, off. 
Pll follow him to death. . 
*  ProgGLEs. 
No. By the joys 
That ſwell my ſoaring thought, you — not ſcape me. 
Revenge and love combine to crown this night 
With matchleſs bliſs, 
Evaypict k. 
Inhuman! haſt thou eyes? 
aft thou a heart ? and cannot all this wreck 
f ruin'd majeſty, ruin'd by thee, ' 
Move one relenting thought, and wake thy pity ? 
He feels not what [ ſay : repeated crimes _ 
Have ſavag'd his remorſeleſs ſoul Hear then, 
Almighty Jove ! behold, and judge the cauſe 
Of Periander! number all his wrongs 
In plagues, in horrors— 


PROCLES. 


Ha ! by hell, this raving 
But wings his fate. Since thy fond folly weds thee 
N. ruin with this rival, know he dies; 

is very night he dies. Thro him I mean 

To wound thy heart indeed. Thou ſhalt behold 
When the rack ſtretches ſtrong his rending joints, 
Burſts all his veins and hunts the flying fo foul . 
From limb to limb: then, when — * agony 
Grins hideous in his face, mangled and bleeding, 
In the laſt throes of death thou ſhalt behold him. 


EuRrpice. 
It is not to be borne ! My life dies in me 


At "he deſtroying thought—Ah ſtay thee, at 


Aſſiſt me itying Heaven !—See then, behold me 
Thus at thy feet. If yet thou haſt not 
—— e _— her 

ve 
e 


ee 


- :- Of Te" : 

* "Thy words are loſt in air. 
EvryYDICE: 
Nay, hear 7 L. — 
As is thy hope i in ſs the 572 
ut not thy heart 8 
Baniſh us any — mem dfve us ob | 
To ſhame, want, be , to every woe 
That moſt embitters life——1 yet will bleſs thee, 
Forget my crying wrongs, and own thee merciful. | 
 * ProCLEs, fide. 
es: it ſhall be ſo. Riſe then, and learn 
y triumph o'er my fondneſs. He ſhall live, 

This Periander whom I deadly hate. 
Nay, more, he ſhall be free. Leonidas, 
With ſuch ſafe conduct as thyſelf ſhalt name, 
Attends him to our kingdom' s fartheſt limit. 
This, in the ſight of Jove, I ſwear to do! 
So thou at laſt, with gentler ear conſent 
To hear my love—Ha what! and doſt thou frown? 
Weigh well what I propoſe; for on my ſoul, 
His life, or death, awaits thy next reſolve. 


SCENE IX. 


Eva vpicz, MELISSA. . 
Eparpicx. | 
Then, kill me - firſt—O ſcene of matchleſs woes ! 
O Periander ! wert thou 1 
e holy powers ven! to m belongs 

A 4 (wage redreſs of wrongs, 
Aſſiſt, inſpire me, yet to ſave his life: 
Or, to ine ruin'd huſband, join the wife. 


The End of the Second AF. 


ACT 


bo URYDtiCH- 


\ 


7 oe rs 
. eo Ee 2 


—— 


2 — = 
— — 
2 8 
7 


+ be * 722 
— 


3 
— 


— 

— JS 4 
LEE ee een 
3 T_T _r" zxX 


26 E UR Y D 1 K. 
: f * — H m Rat 
8 


+ 


''Eonypres, MIIIsS WM. 


MEz1188A. 
HIS chearleſs morning rifes ſlow and ſad. 
The frowning heavens: are black with ſtormy 
And, o'er the deep, a hovering night of fogs [clouds ; 
Lies dark and motionleſs. 
Lanes 7 ©; «gf 441 2; 3 
| T hat — fred 290 190% 
Of nature is leſs gloomy than my foul : inet 
All there is darkneſs and A Ah men 
Was ever night, Meliſſa, like the laſt ? om 1t L 
A night of many terrors, many deaths! 
How has my ſoul out-liv'd it ? But, great gods! 
Can mortal ſtrength, can human virtue-bear 
What Periander feels? And what can I 
To fave his ſacred life? 
' "EY a pauſe. 
Ha! is it heaven 
That darts this ſudden light into my ſoul? _ 
This glimpſe of dawning hope ?—It ſhall be yd. 
Yes, yes, ye Powers , my life and fame ſhall both 
* kneeung. 


Be offer d up to ſave his dearer life. 

—_ 7 
Alas, what mean you, Madam ? 

EURYDICE. 
Mean, Meliſſa? 
To do a noble juſtice on myſelf; 
A deed for which, in nations yet unborn, 
Chaſle wives and matrons ſhall renown my name. 
J have wrong'd my huſband greatly, and I mean 
Ample atonement of my guilty weakneſs. 
Go then, Meliſſa 
MELISSA. SI 

Whither _ WT. 


I tremble at your words, . 
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Eon rin. Hadftib : v 
nei e et it flicks here, 


This fra fees, "On T toe bid we 20 
A doubtfül Hane, iſalted, wounded, ern ht 
By cruel calumny ? Tan ; Idare | ys, 


Throw off the workin, and de deaf to all 
Thoſe nicer female fears that call ſo loud, 
Importunate, and urging me to live | 
Till I may clear my truth from all ſurmiſe. — 
Go then, and in my name Tis worſe than death 
To utter it—but go, inform the tyrant, g 
So Periander lives, and is ſet free, 


yield the 6 bs Wi * 
; | Mei: | We 

OY 0 Forbid it, heaven 1. 10 f aff 
Eonrprex. | * 


Thou aan aa know then my laſt ue, 
By this, I mean ſome moments to amuſe | 
His brutal hopes, and Tave me from his violence, 
Till Periander is beyond his reach. 


Then, if he ſtill dare — — * 
| Death ba me fee from ll my wrongs fo ever. 


SCENE TL 


EvuRYDICE, . Lamas: 


EURYDICE, 

Leonidas ! en 
| LEONIDAS, 

| EvuRyDICE, 

f Dare Tafk 


Where Periander is—ah where indeed ? 
Chain'd in a — s airleſs depth, amid 
Foul damps, and — ol" v1 Oh that thoughe 
Draws nnn 4 
| LEONIDAS. 
Juſtice divine 1 
In thy great day of viſitation mark 
This man of blood. © let hit feel he hand 5 
3 He 


| Reward thee to its height 


* 
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He dares to diſbelieve. 
| es ma 


Soft to the Med a enen month J Ae, 
2 e 


y t unhap 
— on — cald earth's boſom 


EvuRypice. 


Hide, O hide 


The fatal i image from me — 
LzoNIDAs. 
Yet even there, 
Where pale diſmay, the priſoner's drear aſſociate, 
Sits ever ſad and ſleepleſs, he could reſt. 
Superior to the cruel fate that cruſh'd him, 
He ſlept as deep as indolence on down. 
Theſe eyes beheld it : and I would not break 
His wiſh'd repoſe, but, fix'd in ſilent wonder, 
Stood weeping « o'er the ſight. 
Eur voice. 

My flecting life 
Expires at every word—But is there none, 
No power, the friend of ſuffering worth, to ſave us ? 
To turn again thoſe hearts eſtrang'd from duty, | 
And arm them in their injur'd monarch's cauſe ? 


Leonipas. 


If gods there are, which only madneſs queſtions, 
His cauſe is theirs, and in their guiding hand, 
Weak inſtruments, even |, may yet do much ; 
Tho verging on the fatal edge of life, 

With death's near vale in view, Thus then in bricf. 
The people, brought by penitence to pity, 

To ſenſe of virtue, | gather as by ſtealth : 
And in deaf murmurs vent their brooded ſpleen 
To Procles ; vent too their indignant grief 

For Periander's wrongs. This, as | came, 
With joy I learnt. I hey beg my ſpeedieſt aid 
Of counſel and concurrence z how this fort 


May be recover'd, and their king ſet free. 


EURYDICE. 
May all the gods, who know thy pious purpoſe, 


LEONIDAS, 
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LEONIDAS. 
Olf that no more. 

Might I but ſee the tyrant, in ſome hour, 
Some guilty hour of riot, while his pride | 
Plumes all her vaineſt wiſhes, hurl'd at once 

To ſwift perdition ; all my labors then, 

My confi eng were greatly overpaid ! 
| | 'Eoxypice, ' 
He comes hk honor ſickens at his ſight. 


SCENE III. 


_—_— Ma pon, LeoniDas. 

| PROCLES, | 
Leonidas, prepare thyſelf with ſpeed : 
Some two hours hence, I ſend thee on a buſineſs 
Of much concera. 

—_—_ 77 | 
'Tis well, my Lord. 0 a 

And unexpected chance 


SCENE IV. 


PRocres, MEDON. 


P Roc IES. 


| Methinks I droop 
With more than wonted heavineſs of heart. 
What ſhould it mean ?—'Tis but impatient fondneſs, - 
And fancy ſick with hope. The haughty fair 
Now meets my wiſhes : and, in her, I hope 
That heaven imagin'd, that ſole bliſs, which yet 
My * could never find. 
Ms pon. 
It moves my wonder 
To ſee your love thus wedded to one boſom: 
While crouds of rival · beauties in their May, | 
Their freſheſt ſpring of opening youth and blogm, 
Aſſume each ſ ane call up every charm, 
And all, for you alone. 
PRocrzs. 
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PROCLEs. 

Alas, my friend, 
Poor is the te over hearts ſike cheſe: * 
This hour they pleaſe us, and the next they pall. 
But to ſubdue the pride that ſcorns ta yield; Ihe 
To fill th* unwilling breaſt with ſighs and longings, - 
With all the ſoft diftraions of fond love, | 
Even while it — againſt * g victor, 
And wonders at the change; tha t is 75 
The plume of 2 72 by her - —_— 
;  * - Mgdow, 

Well, may you figd 

In this proud fair-one who enchants you thus, 
Whate'er imagination's fondeſt eye 
Beholds in rapturous viſion; or young loro 
In all his wantonneſs of power can give. 15 
But yet, forgive your ſervant's forward zeal, EF 
Mean _e to keep the promiſe you have made bee ? 


PROCLES. 
+ 


I mean no ory 
MEDpov. 2. 


Your pardon, Sir ir, tis well. 
But have you calmly weigh d in reaſon” s ſcale 


Ihe certain conſequence ? Set free your rival! 


*A ſoul made furious with his mi ighty wrongs ! 


Boiling with hate, b p Hom jealou f 2 
With the full · gath paſſions! 
The gods forbid it, Sir—And al to dy 


A froward woman 's tears ! 


| ProcL xs. 
And yet, my faith 
Is paſs'd, to ſet him free. By that alone 
Her pride of virtue could be overcome. 
Medon—he ſhall be free !—for I will keep 
The vain illuſive promiſe to her . 
And break it to her hope. | 


Ma pon. 272.217 


Say how, my Lord? 
bs 
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Pecs _ r 

Such inbred enmi ſoul bears a e 
eme eig . to the TI is Rn of 
Where the whole man ends © Ae a no more, | 
Hear then what 1 intend. Ther is a fort, 4 
That guards out frontier on the Theban ſide. 
That way our foe muſt paſs ; but thou ſhalt firſt 
Poſt thither on the ſpur with wary ſpeed : - 
And with a choſen band, from 9 — drawn forth, - 
Way-lay him on the farther hill, cloſe couchd 
Amid thoſe ap" > q woods of broadeſt ſhade, 


That hide the below : nor let his friend 
Eſcape thy pounds im 14148 22.ÞÞ> 
— «IJ - © 
Conclude it done. 


Sleep ſhall not "wn my eyes, till theirs are clos d 
In everlaſting night. As to his priſon 

I led him — and would have footh'd bis — 
Proud and indignant, he repell'd my pity. 

I was, he ſaid, a tyrant's loweſt fave, 

His paraſite, the pandar of his luſts. 

My turn is now : and now I will repay him, 

For each opprobrious name, a mortal ſtab! 

Inſult and ſcorn, embictering every blow, 

Shall give him nnn death! 


ProctEs. 
| So—now to try 
His heart's laft wt Go, my truſted friend, 
Command he kither. | 


SCENE v. 
PROCLES, alone. 


No. I cannot bear 
That hau ughty jook erect, that untam'd (ic 
They baffle my revenge, aud I ſtill mils 
My nobleſt ph; for I meant to bend him oy 
To baſe dejeQion ; meant to feaſt my ſcorn 
With his pale cheek and ſupplicating eye. 
But I will hunt this pride thro each receſs, _ 
Each maze and _— * of the _ jp mo 


— 


gz Fab Han e. 
Till I have found his weakneſs—Jealouſy ! 
Almighty tyrant of the human mind, . 

Who canſt at will unſettle the calm brain, 
O'erturn the ſeated heart, and ſhake the man 
Thro all his frame with tempeſt and diſtraction; 
Riſe to my preſent aid ! call up thy powers, 
Thy furious fears, thy blaſts of dreadful paſſion, _ 
Thy whips, ſnakes, mortal ſtings, thy hoſt of horrors! 
Rouſe thy whole war againſt him, and compleat 
My purpos'd vengeance—But he comes to prove it. 


SCENE VI. 
PROCLES, PERIANDER, MEDON, GUARDS, - 


PROCLEs, advancing. 
J have to talk with thee, as man with man; 
As one, who ſenſible to human chance, 
Sees, in thy fate, what once may be his own : 
Who wars not with th' unhappy, but can give 
To ſuch a foe his pity. 
PERIANDER. 
"Tis an alms 
For ſouls reſembling thine ; I ſpurn it back. 
He wants no pity, who is bravely wretched. 
PRocLEs. 
Conſider yet; thy crown is in my power : 
Thy life depends upon my nod 
PERIANDER, 
And therefore 


To me tis load: but let the Gods, who thus 
Diſpenſe thy fate and mine, account for both, 


And vindicate their Juſtice ! 
PROCLES. 
h Yet be calm. 
The noble mind meets every change of fortune, 
Vnruffled and ſerene. I, tho thy foe, 
Perhaps intend thee good 
PERIANDER. 
Such the typer, 
Hungry for blood, intends his malter'd prey! 
But know, my heart receives, with equal ſcorn, . 
Thy 


1 


— 


PVRAYDICE. ": Wa! 


Thy hate and hollow love. I am not fallen, 
By thy ſuperior fword or braver deed : 
It was the guilt of fate! 


PROCLE8. 
That fate is ſtill 

My faſteſt friend : and I can grant unmov'd 
Full licence to thy railing, thou haſt been, 
All thou canſt wiſh ; thy throne, thy Tm all 
Hang on my nod. 

PERIANDER 

Ha ! doſt thou boaſt of that 
But thou wilt never know, how poor a haſe 
Is empire gain'd, for faith and honor loſt ! 

Paccrxs. | 
Succeſs alone is honor: and applauſe 
Waits ever in his train. My actions all 


Are vindicated in th' approving homage 

Of crouds, that kneel around and hail my name ! 
PERIANDER, 

Thy heart, even then, even in that flatter'd moment, : i? 

Diſſents within; and loudly gives the ly - 8 

To all this adulation at thy feet. f 

Guilt knows not happineſs. By a king's honor 

Not univerſal rule ſhould bribe my ſoul 

To 1 her fate for thine ! 


PROCLES. 
And yet the difference 

Is plain to fee. Thy virtue and theſe bonds 

* * h, in even ſcale, againſt the crown 

| tre of fair Corinth. Yes, with theſe, 

Thi Tv ak ed aim of each great heart that dares 
Beyond the narrow ſcope of earth-bora ſpirits, 

While theſe are mine, I envy not thy tribe 

A ſound, an empty name. 


PERTANDER. 
The maſk is fallen : 
And thou appear'ſt thyſelf. It joys my ſoul 
To find the man, who bears me mortal — | 
At war too with the gods! *Tis full revenge . 
But ſpeak thy glorious acts. 3 haſt undone 5 | 
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A woman—and a vile one ! Yes, ye Powers! 
This hero, this fair warrior, well deſerv'd 

To fill my vacant feat : he won it nobly ! 
Diſſembling, perjury, the coward's arms— 

With theſe, he fought his virtuous way to empire ! 
Thou ſeeſt I know thee. gy 


 ProcLEs. 

| Doſt thou preach to me 
The pedant-maxims of philoſophers ? 
Slaves, who to ſhades and ſolitude condemn'd, 
Pine there with all-ſhun'd penury and ſcorn ? 
Souls of ſuperior order, plac'd beyond 
Their little ſphere, move on in larger orbs, 
Againſt a foe, my deadly bane—and ſuch 
] held thee ever—force and fraud alike 
Are lawfully employ'd. As I have won 
I mean to wear thy crown. Thou may'ſt the while, 
It I vouchſafe thee freedom, court retreat 
In ſome vile cell; and there grow poorly old, 
Amid the talking tribe of moraliſts. 


PEeRIANDER, 


Thro this falſe face of arrogance, I read 

Thy heart of real terror and diſmay. 

Hence, all theſe coward-boaſts, The truly brave, 
Invincible to fortune's frown or flattery, 

Know neither fear nor inſult—But I would not, 
As thou ſurmizeſt, dream out uſeleſs life 

In ſloth's unactive couch: and tho I ſhun 

Thy ſhametul road to conqueſt ; glory till, 

That glory which from noble deeds takes birth, 
Has been my fair purſuit; the polar ſtar, 

To guide my life's wide Huw 24 war and peace ! 
In war, when honor led me to the field, 

Greatly to triumph, or as greatly fall ! 

In peace, to rule with mercy as with juſtice, 

And, on their duty, build my people's bliſs !—. 
But why this talk to thee ?—l am to blame: 

»Tis what the honeſt ear alone can taſte, 


PROcL Es. 


Mine thou wilt find more open, than thy vain 
And haughty choler would — for my ſoul longs 5 
a0 To 
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To prove thy higheſt daring ! and to meet thee 

Amid the din and peril of the battle! 

Thy life is in thy hand: thou art no more 

Our priſoner, This moment ſets thee free, 
PERIANDER, 

How ! but thou dar'ſt not—Could I find thee there 

In open day, and honorable arms ! 

Oppoſing war to war, as monarchs ſhould ! 

That our embattled legions, front to front, 

While we betwixt them met, might judging ſee 

Whoſe ſword, with keener edge, deſcending fell! 

Who beſt could earn the lawrel-wreathe of fame 

For that wiſh'd hour, I could forgive thee all : : 

My throne uſurp'd, theſe flave-like bonds, the ſhame 

I have endur'd but hopes like theſe are vain ! 

The fears that haut thy ſoul— 


' ProcLEs. 


Strike off his W 
Haſte, find Leonidas. Bid him prepare 
To guard the priſoner to our kingdom's frontier: 
There, leave him at full liberty, to ſhape 
His future courſe. 
PERIAN DER. 


Dares guilt then be ſo brave? 
PROCLES. 

Go; ſee my orders intently perform'd. 

| Med and guards retire, 

PERTIAN DER. 

Ah heaven —Say, ſpeak ; haſt thou put off thy nature, 
The tyrant's jealous cruelty, for one, 
Who loathes all obligation 


PROCLES.: 
| Well it may 
Surprize thy ſoul : *twas what I never meant thee. 
But that fond woman, who ſubdues my heart 
To all her-wiſhes, and ſtill pitys thee ; 
By idle blandiſhments extorted from me 
A ſolemn vow, to ſend thee hence. 
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What thee ! perdition ! thee O curſe ! 
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2 PERIANDER. 


Confuſion !— 
Hear this, ye powers of vengeance ! Villain! ſlave! 


1 


PROCLES. g 
| Toh! *Tis done ! 
And he ſhall ſee her, while this fury blinds him: 
They meet no more on earth! 


SCENE VI. 


PERIANDER, alone. 
See this, juſt gods ! 

My foe and yours, the man who bids defiance 
To all heaven's laws, ſins on without reproof! 
Nay triumphs in his guilt ! and She, yes She 
Hath join'd his triumph o'er me |—Shall I call 
Your thunder on their heads? or are it's bolts 
Stor'd up for me? reſerv'd, to ſtrike no crimes 
But mine alone? O be it ſo: I bow 
My will to yours. I here confeſs your Juſtice, 
With equal horror of my ſelf, and her 
Who cans'd my crime, and is it's puniſhment ! | 
Thus then, I tear her from my breaſt—She comes! 


SCEN E VIII. 


PERIANDER, EURYDICE. 


EURYDICE. | g 
He muſt not know my heart's determin'd purpoſe ; 
That I am fix'd to dy. after a pauſe. 
O Periander A par 
And is it thus we meet again—— 


PERIAN DER. 
Behold! 
She comes prepar' d By hell! ſhe weeps a ly)! 
EURYDICE. _ 
O now, ye powers that pity human woes, 
Aid and inſpire me !—Sir—ah is that name, 
Coldly 
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Co'dly reſpectful, for a ſcene like this? 
You turn away : your eyes with loathing ſhun 
This wretch, whoſe ſhameful fears drew after them 
The total ruin that involves us both | 
That guilt is mine! Why did I ſhrink at danger? 
At inſtant fate in view ? Why not endure 
All pangs, .all horrors of beſieging famine ? 
Alas ! my lord—But O your impious ſubjects, 
To what have they reduc'd us? 
PERIAN DER. 
No, not they: 
Betrayer ! thou alone haſt made me wretched. 
Diſloyalty in them was common guilt : 
They were not truſted with a monarch's honor ! 
That gem of deareſt price was in thy keeping; 
Was lodg'd with none but thee—And now, where is it? 
O death to glory! thou haſt ſunk my name 
Into a proverb of reproach ! a word | 
For ribbald- ſcorn to mock at! 


_EURYDICE, 
O dire error 
By holy faith ! I never was diſloyal. 
Diſeaſe and death ſhock not my apprehenſion 
Like this imputed guilt—l dare no more. 
But haſte, my lord, fly from this fatal ſpot ! 
O fave your life, while yet tis in your power! 


PeRIANDER, 


And haſt thou vilely barter'd, for that life, 

Thy truth, and my fair fame? By yon bleſt heaven! 
I could have borne all woes that wretchedneſs 
Groans under, age, affliction, pining anguiſh : 

And borne them like a man. d — have ſmil'd 
At fortune's keeneſt rancor But to know 

My heart deceiv'd in thee there, there I ſink l 


There, manhood, reaſon die ! 


EURYDICE. 


What are, ye powers! 
The ſcourges, tortures, all that cruelty 
Hath yet contriv'd—what are they all to this? : 
D 3 This 


"RM ner 
This infamy that kills the ſoul it ſelf ? 

But I will riſe beyond my ſex's weakneſs, 

True glory bids : and here, at her ſtern altar, 

My truth, my fame, what moſt enobles life, 

I offer up with joy.—Loſe not a thought 

On me. Your dearer life employs me whole. 

Preſerve it : fly, O fly, while yet you may. 


For ſhould the tyrant his ſworn faith recall, 
We then——were both undone |! 


PERIANDER. 


And thou canſt weep ? 
Theſe tears are daggers here. Theit ſource is known. 
I read thy heart thro all it's ſtudy'd falſehood. 

Thou haſt diſhonor'd, ruin'd me: and now-— 

I cannot go too ſoon !—It has been thus 

Thro all recorded time! the ſight of him, 

Of that fond wretch who truſts and is betray'd, 

Is to the baſe betrayer ever hateful ! 


EvuRyDice. 
O hard to bear But what are life and fame, 
To ſaving him ? 
PERIANDER, 
I go—A whirlwind's wing | 
Were flow to ſnatch me hence Vet ſay, ſpeak, tell me, 
returning, 
How. have I merited this ſhameful fate ? 
What was my crime? Can all-beſtowing love 
Do more, than mine for thee ?—Whea I call back 
Ihe days that are no more—thou wert my ſum 
Of happineſs ! My doating fondneſs lull'd 
It's hopes, it fears, it's wiſhes in thy boſom ! 
O earth and heaven !—and yet—Eurydice |— 
Thou could'ſt betray me ! - 


EURYDICE. 
O this is too much. 
I would have dy'd—that heaven and earth can tell — 
To fave thy life But we will periſh both !ſ—— 
Thy tcars diſtract me—I will tell thee all! 


PER» 
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PERTIAN DER. | 

Am Ja king? a man?—'Tis moſt ignoble 
To be thus ſhook with paſſion. 

| EuRYDICE. | 
| Hear, my Lord 
Let me aſſail thy heart, by what on earth 
Can touch it moſt—O, by the honor'd name, 
Of thy great father! by the ſacred urn 


That holds his ſleeping duſt ! which theſe ſad eyes, 
In thy mourn'd abſence, with true tears bedew'd ! 


Yet hear me ſpeak 


PERTANDER. 
What has thy frenzy utter'd? 

Thy words have rous'd, have arm'd with all her ſnakes 
The fury, conſcience !—yes, ſhe darts them all 
Thro my ſtung boſom—And my father too 
Lo! ſee! methinks, from death's eternal night, 
His awful ſhade aſcends ! That look ſevere, 
That ſpeaking frown upbraids my breach of faith, 
My violated vow ! and points at thee, 
The ſole, th' accurſed cauſe of all my guilt! 
Is is enough Return, O gracious form, 
Return to reſt ! that guilt ſhall be atton'd. 
Before thy Manes here, and in the ſight 
Of all-beholding Jove ! I thus abjure, 
Abandon, caſt her from my ſoul for ever ! 


EuRYDICE, 


It muſt not, 'ſhall'not be. By our paſt loves ! 
By the dear pledge of our unſully'd flames 


Grant me a moment, this laſt momeat's pity. 
Here will I hang, grow to thy knees—Yes, ſpurn me, 


Drag this bare bleeding boſom on the ground ; 
Yes, treat me as the vileſt ſlave—but hear me 


PERIAN DER. 


Away, away —“ Ah heaven, what new alarm ? 
| * trumpets ſound, 


Again I am the ſport of fortune—— 


> Rp SCENE. 
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SCENE NX. 
PerIANDER, EURYDICE, 


. Medon at the head of one party who carry the 

1 2 ſucen away, Leonidas at the head of another 
8 who remove the king. 

| _—_ Fly ; 

1 | Seture the queen. 

4 EURYDICE. 

. My Lord—farewel for ever ! 


i s PERIANDER. 
$ Thou tod, Leonidas? Nay then 


SCE NE X. 


.LEoNIDaAs, alone. 
He fees not 
} My ſecret foul—Bur, O ye powers who rule 
1 The fate of empires! now a monarch aid; 
# Now bleſs his arms, and teach mankind to know, 
* That ſovereign Juſtice ſways the world below } 


The End of the third A8. 


ACT 


* 
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Acer w. SCENE I. 
EvRynice, MELI1ssA. 
EvURYDICE. © 


WHAT may this mean? the gloomy band of ruffians 
That bore me hence, all fled, I know not how. 
And hark! no ſound, no breath of human voice; 

But dumb and death - Iike ſtillneſs reigns around. 

And now ſtruck fancy peoples the lone void 

With fears of horrid form — But what can fate? 

What can the wrath of all the gods inflict 

Beyond what I have known ? 


MELISSA. | 
My gracious Miſtreſs, 
This awful moment is perhaps the criſis 

Of all your future life. Leonidas 

In haſte bore hence the king, moſt ſure to ſave him 
From his dire foe.: or at the people's head 

Once more to place their ſovereign, and reſtore 
You to your former ſtate. | 


_ Evonypice. | 

| All otherwiſe 
My thoughts forebode.—I know his heart is ſhut, 
For ever ſhut againſt the voice of love. 
What then remains to hope ? This fort perhaps, 
My ſplendid priſon : here to wear out ls, | 
Forgot, or ſhun'd, unpity'd, or unknown. 
And dare I live with public infamy ? 
A theme of ſcorn for man's licentious talk ? 
For woman's cruel pity ? In that thought, 
Death's keeneſt dart has ſtab'd my ſoul already, 
And what comes after is not worth my fear. 


MxLISss 4. 


O no: juſt heaven, that ſees your innocence, 
Has yet in ftore—Ah whence theſe ſhouts ?—Behold, 
Haſte in each ſtep and fear in every eye, 
What crouds are this way flying ! 
EVURYDICE. 
Can it be? 


0 
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Will fortune ſmile at laſt? By all my hopes, 
They are the tyrant's friends! Meliſſa, ſee, 
Their broken numbers to the fortreſs bend. 


MEL1$SSA. | 
And now, with eager ſpeed they climb th' aſcent 
That winding, leads to us. 
| EURYDICE. 


. But who is He, 
That like the god of war flames foremoſt yonder ? 
See his ſword lighten, and the foe fly ſcattering 
From his tempeſtuous arm! — Ha - yes —0 heaven ! 
*Tis he, 'tis he himſelf, 'tis Periander ! 

O miracle! He looks again a monarch, 


* Dreadfully glorious. Throw, ye powers! your ſhield 


Of providence before him ; think on all 
His cauſeleſs wrongs, and do him juſtice now. 


MELISSA. 
Ah! Procles comes. 


Ss C 1 
PROCLEs followed by a party of his guards, 


EURYDICE, MEL15SA. 


PROCLES. 


Confuſion ! all is loſt. 
That fraitor has undone me: and thoſe ſlaves, 
The falſe Corinthians, join my mortal foe. 
Of hope abandon'd, and the gods averſe, 
What now remains ?—The queen! by heaven, tis well: 
Their boaſted triumph is not yet complete. 
Yes, ſhe is mine; and I am conqueror till ! 
* You, bear this woman thro the poſtern gate 
* to cne party. 
Down to the ſouthern ſhore : I ſail this moment 
For Epidaurus. You the while make head 
* to another, 
Againſt the near purſuit, and bar it's progreſs 
Till ſhe is ſafe, This is my laſt great ſtake, 
Of dearer price than victory. Away. 
+ EURYDICE. 


>S 


r n Dr. 


- EURYDICE. 
No, Tyrant : I will die firſt. Of, baſe ſlaves! 


Dare earth-born peaſants with unhallow'd touch 
Thus violate the majeſty of kings ? 


„ 


EukTD Ick, PRoCLEs, MEDoON, Kc. 


Mpox. | 
Undone ! undone ! The poſtern-gate is —_ 
That curſt Leonidas * 
PROCLES, 
Ha ! ſay'ſt thou, Medon ? 
Mp. 
By hell, our foes ſurround us on each hand, 
We are taken in the toil. 
PRoOCLES, 
Unequal powers ! 


And have you then deceiv'd me? rais'd me high 
With traiterous kindneſs, but to plunge me deeper 
In this abyſs of ruin? Does the man, 
Whom late my foot could ſpurn, behold: my fall? 
And fall I thus? my great ambition daſh'd ? 
My love unſatisfy'd ? Shall he yet revel 
In her fond arms, and hear her curſe my name ? 
No : ſpite of heaven my ruin ſhall be glorious, 
A pomp of horrors. I will make this day 
For ever mournful to his aking heart, 
Yes, he ſhall weep in blood amid the ſhouts 
Of victory. One blow deſtroys his triumph, 
And levels him at once to my deſtruction.“ 

* be draws a dagger; 


EURYDICE. 


Strike, tyrant, and compleat, thy monſtrous crimes, 
See, thou pale coward, ſee a woman braves 


bs guilty dagger's point. 
PROCLES, 


Some power unſeen 
| Arreſts my liſted arm! and death-cold dews 


id EURYDICE. 


Of ſhivering horror creep all o'er my frame ! 
But ſhall I toſe this moment? No, my heart ! 
Be ſtrongly barr'd againſt all tender feclings ; 
A is of thy hoſtile gods. 


"Tis done 


K -+ 3% SS B&: & 
PoLYDoRE, LEoONIDAS, EURYDICE, PROCLEs, | 
Soldiers. | 
PoLyYDoRE, puſhing back Procles 
with his lance. 
Aſſaſſin, no, “ Seize, and diſarm him: 
* to his ſoldiers. 


A life ſo precious is all heaven's concern. 


My mother! 
; EURYDICE. 


O my ſon! 
POLYDORE. 
Tranſporting joy ! 


EURYDICE. 


O © ecſtacy ! and do I ſee thy face? 


And do I hold thee in my trembling arms ? 
Thou darling of my love! thou early heroe ! 
O thou haſt ſav'd us all 
PoLYDORE, 
This, this is triumph ! 
And I can aſk of bounteous heaven no more. 
Was ever joy ſo full ? This feeble arm, 


O pride to think! has ſav'd the ſacred lives 


From whom I drew my own, 
 EURYDICE. 
And is this poſſible? 
What ſhall I ſay? - But language all is poor, 
To ſpeak the ſoft effuſions of my ſoul. 


O Polydore ! did ever parents know 
Such tranſports as do thine ! Did ever ſon 


Deſerve ſo well of parents ? 
 PROCLES, 
Furies part them ! 
2 
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This ſight is hell's worſt pains ! 
EU&YDICE, 
| | | Leonidas ! 
I ſaw thee not before; indeed I could not.: 
My eyes, my ſoul were fix'd fo fall on him— 
But fay, redouble this day's bliſs, and fay, 
Whence this amazing change. 
PoLYDORE. 
| Our fleet's one half, 
Yet ſafe in port, rode out the fearful ſtorm. 
Then fail'd at eve, ſuch was the king's command: 
And ere aſcending morn unveil'd the ſky, 
Led by heaven's guiding hand, ſecurely made 
The wiſh'd-for land. 
| LEONIDAS. | | 
I here, of his father's fate 
Inform'd by me, this gallant royal youth, 
No moment loſt, pour'd forth his eager troops: 
And at their head, ſwift as heaven's darted fire, 
Summon'd at once and ſhook the walls of Corinth — 
Which open'd wide her arms to take him in, 
His fortune ſpeaks the reſt. 
EURYDICE. 


| 'Tis wonderous all! 
What god preſerv'd the king? 
LeoNiDas. - 
* Struck with deſpair, 
The tyrant had to preſent death devoted 
His ſacred head. I counſel'd and prevail d— 
Procles {till thought me his—in bonds to hold him 
As our ſure pledge of ſafety, ſhould ſucceſs 
Deſert our arms. The following moment ſaw him 
Free from his chains, and foremoſt in the fight— 
And hark ! theſe joyous {trains proclaim his triumph. 
EuRYDiCE. 
Retire, my ſon ; I would not meet him here. 


SCENE 


— 
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S C EN E V. 
PERI AN DER attended, LEONIDASs, ARISTON, 


PROCLEs, ME DON. 
| PERIANDER aſide, 
She flies—but hence that thought. At length, thou 


tyrant,® 
* advancing towards Procles. 
At length the meaſure of thy crimes is full. 
Thy high-plum'd pride lies humbled in the duſt ; 
And awful Juſtice comes, array'd in terrors, 


To make enquiry for the guilt that ſwells 
Thy black account—But I will check my heart, 


Nor learn of thee to triumph o'er the fallen. 
Bear him to priſon. 
PROCLES. 
Yet, I will be free, 
And ſoon beyond thy power. Knowing the worſt, 
I laugh at all to come. 


PERIANDER to ME DON. 


For thee, thou vile one, 
Thou pander to thy maſter's luſts, thou ſycophant— 
The moſt pernicious preſent angry heaven 
Can make to princes whom it means to blind, 
And ruin beyond mercy---thy juſt doom 
Is inſtant. Spurn this ſlave into the ſtreets. 
The furious people, whom his earth-born pride 
Has trampled on, and numerous rapines beggar'd, 
Will find th' oppreſſor out, and as they tear 
His guilty limbs, think all their wrongs o erpaid. 


„ a % wm" 


'PERIANDER, LEONIDAS,” ARISTON. 
| PERIAN DER. | 
Leonidas, my father and preſerver, | 
Riſe to my grateful arms. The joy that ſmiles 
Upon thy brow adds brightneſs to the morn. 


This wonderous revolution of my fate, 


That gives me greatly back my crown agd name, | 
Rejoice 
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Rejoice me yet leſs, than that I owe 

The gift to thee. 5 
b LEONIDAS 

O ſacred Sir, forbear. 


The tranſport to behold you thus again 
Is dear reward. Now your old man can ſay 


He has not liv'd in vain. Ye bounteous powers! 


Diſmiſs me now in peace ; for I have ſeen 
My maſter bleſt ! 


PERIANDER. 
No recompence can equal 


Such matchleſs goodneſs. But I will repay thee 


A way more pleaſing to a ſoul like thine; 
By running {till in debt to all thy virtues. 


Thou know'ſt th' unhappy, envy'd ſtate of kings; 


How perilous the height ſo near to heaven: 
All round is precipice ! Be near me ſtill. 
Be ſtill my guide, and fave me from the ſnares 
That thus beſet me : ſave me from myſelf. 


LEONIDAS. 
My heart can only anſwer at my eyes, 


In tears of joy and wonder - But, my Lord— 


O may I dare to ſay—another care 
Demands your preſent thought, 


PERIAN DER. 
Ha!—* Yes, my friend, 
A : - * to him. 
. Of that we'll talk anon; but now I wiſh 
An hour of privacy.—Ariſton, ſtay, 


S CE N E VII. 
PERIAN DER, ARISsTON. 


PNIAN DER. 
Thus far I have repreſs'd the ſtorm within; 


Held down it's furious heavings ; but they now) 
Shall have full low. I am once more a king; 


My foe is in my hand, and breathes this air 
But till I doom him dead : yet is not he 
$0 curſt, ſo ruin'd as his conqueror! 
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ARISTON. 


: A. a. pd 
R -- 


as. KURT DIe E. 
| Ans rox. | 
What do hear, my Lord? 
| P PERIANDER, 
| Ah! good Ariſton, 
4 The horrors of thy tale were true, She has, 
| She has betray'd me | 
| AR1STON, 
| Since the queen is fallen, 
| There is no truſt in woman 
PERIAN DER. 
2 | Nor no hope 


For wretched Periander. Not the 
Can hide me now from ſcorn : not length of days 
Will wear out this. O never-dying ſhame ! 
Worlds yet unfound will hear it : and where'er 
The guilty tale is told, my fate will raiſe 
Baſe mirth, or baſer pity, . 


 ARISTON. 

Could the queen 
Stoop to a thought of Procles ? Falſe fond ſex ! 
Unfix'd by reaſon, ever wandering wild, 
As fancy whirls, from folly on to folly, 
From vanity to vice. My gracious Lord, 
She is beneath your anger. Caſt her out 
From all your foul, and be yourſelf again. 
Reſume that reaſon. —— 


PERIANDER. 
Say'ſt thou ? Ah, can reaſon "IF 4 
Arreſt the whirlwind's wing? or quench the foreſt, 
Struck by the hand of Jove, when all its woods 
In one broad conflagration blaze to heaven? 
*Tis reaſon makes me wretched ; for it tells me 
How ſhameful this mad conflict of my paſſions: 
But does that ſtill their uproar ? Here, Ariſton, 
Works the wild ſtorm that reaſon cannot calm. 
I muſt, I will have eaſe. 


ARISTON. 
You may: but oh! 
The remedy is dreadful, and will give you 
| | We? | Swoonings 


* 


* 
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Swoonings and mortal agonies. © I tremble | 
To mention it; but ſach your ſoul's deep malady, | 
No gentler cure can bring the health you want. Il 
Her death, my Lord | : - YN | 


PERIANDER. 
Ha] death——my ſoul ſhrinks back 
From that dire image. How! for ever loſe her! 
My queen ! my wife ! behold thoſe eyes no more 
That were the light of mine ! no longer hear 
That voice whoſe every ſound was harmony! 
Of power to ſoothe tumultuous rage, and heal 
The wounded heart of anguiſh Can it be? 
O miſery ! why, hy is this? 
e een nne. 

anka E 
You love her ſtill, my Lord, and know it not. 

8 PERIAN DER. . 
Ye gods, why am I thus ? driven to and fro 
By every blaſt that blows ?—It is too true. 
A traiterous ſoftneſs ſteals o'er my juſt rage, 
And melts me to the dotage of low pity. 
O thou mean heart ! Is ſhe not falſe? And I, 
Shall I fit down with tame diſhonor ? take 
Pollution to my arms? grow vilely old, 
A tale for drunkards in their wine? the mirth 
Of midnight libertines, when they recount 
Their triumphs'o'er baſe women? No: ſhe dies, 
I tear her from my breaſt,” tho the life-ſtream 
Should iſſue with her. Hear me then, Ariſton, 
Do thou prepare a ſecret draught of death, _ 
Of power molt ſwift and ul'; and be ready 
Upon my fatal ſummons. 

AR1STON, 
el Spare me, Sir 

I like not this employ. 15 en 
PERIANV DTR. HE | 
N It muſt be thine. { 
I have no friend in whom to truſt but thee : | ; 
And ſhe ſhall die But think ſt thou, good Ariſton, : 
I ſhould not hear her firſt? | 


E ARISTON. 


5 FE ARIS TON. 


kt Hear her, my Lord? 
Would you then have her live ? | 


PERIANDER. 

2 No; were my fate 
Involved in hers, ſhe ſhould not live. But ſtill 
Something within me crys that I ſhould hear her. 
Can it be love? O no: tis my revenge, 
All direful now, that would enjoy her tears, 
Her lying oaths of innocence, her ne- 
And added perjurles: then ſink her down 
To the dark world, with all her crimes upon her ! 


ARISTON. 


You ſee not, Sir, the perils of that meeting. 

Is your heart proof againſt the powerful charm 

Of beauty ſoften'd into ſighs, and melting 

With the mild languor of imploring eyes, 

More winning now, and ſhedding gentler beams 
Thro ſhowers of ſorrow. Think you here behold 
The kneeling charmer lovely in her tears, 

Pleading for pity; ſinking at your feet, 

And dying by your frown. 


PERIANDER. 


Art thou my friend ? 
O mercileſs ! why doſt thou raiſe before me 
This fatal image? *Tis not to be borne. _ 
My brain turns round with madnefs. O ye powers! 
Why am I not at quiet ? Why is life 1 
Forced on the wretch who ſtrongly begs to die, 
In bitterneſs of ſoul ? who aſks no more 
But the grave's ſhade and ſilence, there at laſt 
To ſleep for ever, nameleſs and forgotten? 


ARISTON. 


Alas for pity ! I will talk no more 
On this diſtreſsful theme. 


PERIANDER. 
Ariſton, ſtay, 
In ſpite of tears, of all this fond diſtraftion 
It ſhall be done. A king may live unbleſt ; 
But not with loſs of honor unreveng'd. 


EUR en 08 


*T was mad to think of this. I will not truſt 
My eyes againſt the witchcraſt of her charms, 
Then ſummon all thy firmneſs, O my ſoul ! 
Since thy ſad choice is miſery, or ſhame, 

Now dare to be unhappy. Hear me, gods, 
You that atteng the chaſte connubial bed ! 
Thou ſtygian Jove ! and all ye powers infernal ! 
Behold, I kneel as in your awful preſence. 

By that inviſible, that dreaded lake, 

Th' irrevocable oath that binds even you, 
Here I pronounce, and ſeal her doom of death, 


$--C; EN RE 
EURYDICE, PERIANDER, ARISTON. 


Eurydice kneels to Periander, who after lking on her 


ſome time with emotion, breaks away without ſf eating. 


Evuxzy vice, alone. 


Not hear me! not vouchſafe me one poor word ! 

'Tis hard indeed. *The wretch of many crimes, 
riſing. 

Whom mercy dares not fave, has gentler uſage: 

And his ſtern judge is leſs ſevere than mine. 

Not hear me—then I know my doom is fix'd. 

And ſhall I tay to hear the foul ſurmizes, 

The ſcurril taunts, the falſe upbraiding pity, 

The keen revilings, that muſt uſher-in 

My public ſentence ? Can there be in death 

Such pangs ? ſuch piercing agonies ? Impoſlible. 

Death is repoſe and calm, is ſoft elyſium 

To thoughts like theſe. I will prevent their triumph, 

And fave myſelf this ſhame. I is but to loſe 

A few unhappy moments; tis to reſt 

The ſooner from my cares; to feel no more 

The bitterneſs of miſery and inſult 

That bait my weary ſoul. Then it is fix'd. 

Spite of the woman, no fond tear ſhall flow, 

No ſigh ariſe, the coward - ſex to ſhew. | 

When life is ſhame, and glorious freedom nigh, 

A Grecian and a Queen muſt dare to die. 


The End of the Fourth AB. 
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Ac v. SCENE I. 
PERIANDER walking diſordered, LEOX1DAs following. 


LEONIDAS. 


My lov'd maſter ! have I liv'd to ſee 
This ſight of woe? Alas! is this to conquer ? 
Are theſe the fruits of victory? 4 


PERIANDER, 
Away, 
Why nam'ſt thou victory to me, a ſlave 
Subdu'd and-tyranniz'd by his worſt foes, 
His unrelenting paſſions ? Talk of ruin, 
And I will hear thee: talk of hopeleſs miſery ; 
No other ſtrain befits thy maſter's triumph. 


LEONIDAS, 


This is the language of ſupreme diſtreſs, 
Impatient of itſelf. My gracious Lord, 
Forgive an old man's talk, who would this moment, 
Might his poor life bring back your peace of mind, 
With joy reſign it. | 
PERIANDER, 
That were to bring back 
The darted ſun- beam] to recal the flight 
Of unrelenting time! O no: my foul 
Has bid the laſt farewell to happineſs, 
To hope itſelf. And yet I thank thy love, 
Indeed I do: but leave me for a while. 
I would be private. | 


Leowinas. 
Sir, I dare not leave u 
Forgive theſe tears I dare not leave you thus 
At variance with yourſelf, I read too plain 
The fatal thought that wakens in your boſom, 


| PERIANDER. G 
And wouldſt thou have me live this abje& thing? 
This ſlave of folly ? For I tell thee bluſhing, 
With ſhame and ſtrong abhorrence of myſelf, 
I cannot tear that woman from my ſoul, 


Falſe, 
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Falſe, faithleſs as ſhe is Then I will die. 
That juſt revenge is ſtill within my power, 

| LEoNI1DAS. 
O Jealouſy ! thou mercileſs deſtroyer, 
More cruel than the grave! what ravages 
Does thy wild war make in the nobleſt boſoms |! 
Too long, my Lord, you liſten to the whiſpers 
Of that domeſtic foe, that boſom-traitor. 
For mercy's ſake, throw not away ſo raſhly 
The jewel of your ſoul. Some unſeen error 
Miſleads you from the truth, and ruins her. 
Grant her a moment's audience. 


PERIANDER. 
I have ſworn, 
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That ſhe ſhall die. 
LEON I DAs. 


Is then her ſacred life 
Of ſo ſmall price, to caſt her thus away 
With blind precipitance ? Your queen, my Lord! 
The faireſt form, the moſt exalted mind! 
Once ſo ador'd and lov'd ! to whom your ſoul 
Still cleaves with fondneſs ! Can you give her up, 
The mother of your darling Polydore, 
Unheard, untry'd, to death and infamy ? 
Can you do this ? 


PERIANDER. 


O thou ! whoſe eye beholds 
And pities the frail heart of erring man, 
Ruler of heaven and earth! or ſtill theſe paſſions, 
That rage in tempeſt here: or ſtrike in mercy, 
And free me from my pain.—What 6an I do? 
My ſolemn vow is gone up to high heaven 
And would'ſt thou have me break it? 


LEONIDAS. 


| That raſhoath 
Nor does, nor ought to bind. The gods refuſe it. 
Should you, too late, diſcover ſhe is wrong d 
Think on it well O * a life of horrors 
It 


Maſt 
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Muſt be your fate! I tremble but to name them. 
The ſad and ſilent meltings of vain ſorrow ! 

The thorn of keen remorſe ! the ſting of love, 
 Tnfiam'd by fond reflection, hourly ſighing 
For what he never, never hopes to find ! 
With theſe, late-coming, but no more to leave you, 
Defpair accurſt !—Dreadful ſociety |! 
Yet ſuch will ſhare your day and night, and haunt 
Your court, your throne, your folitude, your couch. 
Alas ! my lord! N 


PERIANDER, 


What means thy cruel friendſhip ? 
Why ſpread before my ſight this map of woe, 
Of life-long wretchedneſs? for this admits - 
No ſhorter date Vet, by my ſoul's ſtrong anguiſh, 
I would moſt gladly blot out from my thoughts 
All memory of paſt time : I yet would queſtion 
The waking evidence of every-ſenſe, 
To give her back that virtue, thoſe fair beams 
That ſhone on our firſt loves. Then was I bleſt 
Beyond the race of men ! belov'd and loving, 
Honor'd and happy! and my name as odor 
Pour'd forth, and breathing freſhneſs all around ! 
O days of dear delight ! that I could fix 
For ever there, and think no farther on. 
I will if poſſible. 

LEONIDAS. 


/ O happy change 
Confirm this gentle purpoſe, favoring heaven 
I fly to briag her hither, 


PERIAN DER. 
Stay thee yet. 
I would reſolve, but cannot. Love and rage 
By turns allail me: melt me now to mercy; 
Now rouſe me to diſtraction O my heart! 


| LEONIDAS. 
Then puniſh the ſole ſource of all your pangs. 
On the great criminal, on Procles' head 
Diſcharge the fulneſs of a righteous vengeance, 
And juſtify the gods. Let the rack tear 
5 The 
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The traitor's limbs: and as he howls with anguiſh, 


Force from his lip's confeſſion of the lies, 
The dark and whiſper'd falſehoods, that were mean 


To ruin your good queen, and torture you, 
PERIANDER.. 

What haſt thou done ? O that deteſted name ! 

Thou know'ſt not half my madneſs—that curſt nanie 

Has ſet my brain on blaze, and call'd up there 

Ten thouſand furies. Hell! haſt thou not heard 


What ſhame and ſcorn, what vileneſs and confuſion, 
He heap'd upon my head—and ſhe the cauſe ! 


SCENE I. 


PoLYDORE, PERIAN DER, LEONI DAs. 


PERIANDER, 
I ſaid I would be private, 
POLYDORE, 


O my father, 
Here let me kneel for ever, weep theſe eyes 
To blindneſs, and ne'er know a thought of comfort. 


PEIIAN DER. 


What would my Polydore ? 


PoLYDORE, 

Alas ! what means 
This common face of woe that meets my ſight 
Where'er I turn? Ev'n now while happy Corinth 
Blazes with triumph ; while the neighbouring ſhores 
Reſound to heav'n her voice of general joy, 
The palace is in tears. Her ſilent courts 
Are dark with mourning, as if death and ruin, 
Not victory, had fix'd their manſion here, 


PERIANDER. 
There is a cauſe, my ſon, a dreadful one, 
But leave me to. myſelf. 
| PoDYDORE. | 
Am then grown 
A horror to your eyes ? what is my crime, 
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That thus witk alienated look you turn 
As from ſome baleful object? Vet, my Laer | 


Oft have you ſworn that in this face you ſ la, 
And lov'd your darling queen. 


PERIANDER. 
; n. thy un 
Thy words diſtract me. 


PoLYDORE. 

| \Whither ſhall l fly ? ? 
Where hide this hated head ? My mother too, 
As now I left her, preſſing full her eyes 
With fix'd and Earneſt mournfulneſs on mine, 
Stream'd into tears: then claſp'd me to her boſom 
With ſuch fad paſſion, ſuch tranſported tremblings, 
As parting lovers that muſt meet no more. 
beg d to know the cauſe. Agyin ſhe claſp'd me 
With fonder eagerneſs, and ſighing cry'd, 
Say to the king, my heart has never err'd. 


PERIANDER. 


By heav'n, my ſoul melts at the pitcous tale. 
O Polydore—— 


PERIANDER, ToLYDORE, LEONID AS: 


OFFICER. 


My lord, the priſoner Medon 
Attends, and prays admittance to your preſence. 


| PERIANDER. 
Ha! Medon ! Doſt thou dream? Medon alive? 
Did I not charge thee on thy ſtricteſt duty. 
To caſt him forth that moment to the people? 
How haſt thou dar'd to diſobey ? 


OFFICER, 
Dread ſir, 
As to his fate I led him pale and trembling ; 
At ſight of that tumultuous croud around, 
With utmoſt inſtance he requeſted of me 
An hour's ſhort reſpite ; for he could diſcloſe 


A ſecret of dear-import, that requir'd my 
| ; | The 


un Harem e n 
The king's immediate ear. We hard!  ſcap'd _ 
Into the ſouthern tower. Th' unnumber'd rabble 
With, cries and threats demanded forth their ſpe: 
At hazard of my life I ventur'd down, 
Sooth'd, flatter d, promis'd em they _ anole: 
They are but now diſpers'd. 
. PERIANDER. 19 WO 

Leonidas ö | 

My heart miſcives me at that miſcreant's name. | 


SCENE IV, | | 


 PERIANDER, PoLYDORE, LzoniDAs, Ma por. | 
Mbox. | ; | 
O king | for gentleneſs and mercy fam'd, 
The nobleſt praiſe ; ſee proſtrate at your feet 
A criminal, who comes to merit pardon - 
By fair diſcovery of ſame weighty truths, 4 
That much concern your ſoul's repoſe and health, | 3 
PERIANDER, 


Say on: and if thy heart has form'd a hope 
Of one hour's after-being, frame thy tale 
W juſt to truth. 


ME po. 


Thus groveling here, 

With ſhame and ſharp remorſe I own my crime, 

Miſled by that uſurper, who with me 

Now ſhares the due reward of guilt like ours, 

To pleaſure him, unhappy that I was! 

I told; I know not what of your good Queen. 
Would I had periſh'd firſt! — all was falſe, 

And ſhe moſt innocent. . 


PeRIANDER. | 
Perdition on thee ! _ 
What do I hear ? .N 
Mzepon.. | | | 
I fill'd Ariſton's ear 
With monſtrous tales, which his plain ws 
Alas, too raſhly credited 
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| PerRIANDER. © | 

£34 Le gods! 
And could your thunder ſleep? Pernicious ſlave, 
Hadſt thou as many lives as crimes, not one 
Should ſcape my juſtice —- Ah Leonidas, 
Was ever ſuch black treachery ? Forgive thee ? 
Thy doom ſhall be of ſignal dread and warning 
To all ſucceeding minions. * Drag him hence, 


to his guards. 
And guard him at the peril of your heads. 


SCENE V. 


PERIANDER, POLYDORE, LEONIDAS, 


LEONIDAS. 
Amazing villany ! 
PERIANDER.. 
| O fly, my ſon, | 
Find the poor mourner out, and in my name 
Say all that weeping penitence can plead, 
Or love returning promiſe, My full heart 
Will more than make it good and may the power 


Of ſoft perſuaſion wait upon thy lips! 
O that moſt injur'd Fair 


SCENE VL 


| PERIANDER, LEONIDAS, ARISTON. 
PERIANDER. 


In happy time 
Thou com'ſt, Ariſton. We were both deceiv'd ; 


And I recal my order But curſt Procles 


Shall pay me dear for all. 


| ARISTON. 

f He has, my lord: 
And the ſad tale is terrible. I ſhrink 
But to recount it. Slumbering conſcience rous'd, 
And flaſhing in his face the flartling proſpect 
Of his pa't life, furious he daſh'd his head 
Againſt his priſon-walls. I found him fallen, 
A piteous ſpectacle ! rolling in blood, 4 
orm 
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Deform'd with pain; for agonizing death 
Sat hideous on his brow. Faintly he drew 
His parting breath: yet all that breath went forth 
In blaſphemies, aſſaulting heaven with curſes, 
The ravings of deſpair, for fruſtrating 
His impious purpoſe on the queen. 
| PERIANDER. 


| How dreadful 
This period to a life like his! The hand 

Of heaven is greatly juſt—But O my friends, 
Theſe ſtrange events have well nigh overturn'd 
This tottering brain. I feel I know not what 
Of joy and terror, high amaze and tranſport, 
All blended here, and working in wild tumult ! 


LEonipas. 


'Tis but the motion of a troubled ſea, 

After ſore tempeſt ſinking to a calm. 

All will be well, my lord. Repoſe and health 
Await you in her arms. What bliſs is yours? 
A ſecond union of your meeting ſouls 

A better nuptial morn, with love new- riſing, 
To ſhine for ever! 


| SC ZN FE VII. 
PERIAN DER, LEONID AS, ARIS TON, MEL15sA, 


MEr 1584. 
O my royal miſtreſs ! 


| © PERIANDER. 
What mean thy boading words ? 


MEL1ssSA. 
Falſely accus'd 
Of what her ſoul moſt loathes, and to deſpair 


By your unkindneſs urg'd, the queen, alas 
Has drunk a deadly draught. 


PRRIAN DER. 


O heaven and earth 
Are theſe at laſt my hopes? Tis I— O horror ! 
_ *Tis I have murdered her 
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Scene opening diſcrvers EURYDICE ſitting. PoLYDORE 


tneeling by her. 


PERIANDER, 


Ye righteous gods 
O give her back to life, and to your juſtice 
I bow this guilty head What yet remains? 
Leonidas, Ariſton, fly, my friends, 
Call, gather all our ſages ; bid them try 


Their ſovereign {kill. My crown to him that ſaves her. 


EURYDICE. 


It cannot be. Already death invades 
My ſhivering boſom. Yet a little moment, 
And I ſhall be with thoſe that reſt for ever. 
But here in this laſt awful hour I ſwear, 
By that dread world whither my ſoul is parting ! 
In life, in death, I am, I have been ever 
Your true and loyal wife. 


PERIANDER. 
0 I know thou art, 
Thou dying innocence: My fatal blindneſs, 
Deſtruction on my head ! has ruin'd both— 
My life! my ſoul's beſt joy! and muſt I loſe thee! 
Loſe thee for ever | | 
EURYDICE. 


Thus, in thy lov'd arms 
Each unkind thought is loſt. Now 1 die pleas'd: 
Now all is well - Death! thou art here 


PERIANDER. 


O heaven! 
MEL1ssA. 


See! ſhe expires. The laſt dim miſt ſwims o'er 
Her cloſing eyes | 


PERIANDER. 
One moment, thou fair ſpirit, 
1 


One 


nnn 
One moment tarry for me — Thus we join, 


To part no more 
* He draws his fword to ſtab himſelf. 


ARISTON« 
Ah! Sir 
Leoxipas. | 
My lord, what means 
This fatal fury ? 
PERIANDER. 
© Cruel men, away. 
And would you then detain me longer here 


On this loath'd ſpot, to linger out old age 
With darkneſs and deſpair ! to curſe the hour 


That gave a murderer birth | Would you, my friends, 


Have me live thus ? | "mt 1 
9 ARI1STON. ih? | 
Ye gods aſſuage his grief! 
 PERIANDER. 


Theſe righteous gods have caſt me off for ever, 

My broken vow !—OQ terrible it hangs, 

A burſting thunder, o'er my head. I ſee, 

And tremble at the ſight, th' inquiring judge, 
Beyond theſe heavens, high on his throne of terrors ; 
His fix'd and dread regard turn'd full upon me ! 
And look ! behold'! the minifter of vengeance 

But waits his nod to ſtrike me thro the centre. 


PoLYDORE., 


PERIANDER. | 
O my ſon ! my-ſon! 
I have undone: thee too. How dare I look 
On that dear face, where thy loſt mother's ſweetneſs 


Smiles ſtrong reproach, and charms me into madneſs ? , 


Then, farewel, reaſon ! farewel, human converſe ! 
Sun, day, and time, farewel !—All hail, deſpair ! 
Eternal darkneſs, hail !—Say'ſt thou Pie loſt 

No, no; we will not part. Thus let me pr 

Her clay-cold lips, thus weep my ſoul away 

On her chaſte boſom here. O yet, my love! 

My better life ! O yet lift up thy eyes! ö 
O ſpeak to me! 
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LEONIDAS. 


Alas ! ſhe hears you not. 
The ſoul is fled for ever. 


PERIANDER. 


O my queen 
be throws himſelf by the body : the =: 
and weeping and ſilent, 
raiſmg himſelf up 

Ha! there—ſave me! *tis he, * king of $rrors ! 
Lo how the ghaſtly viſion glares upon me 
With his fix d beamleſs eyes! — What path is this, 
Dreary and deep, thro which he drags me on ! 
Bleſs me ! look there—what ſhivering forms are theſe, 
Thin as the paſſing air, that ſkim around me? 
And now th' infernal world hath ſhut me in! 
But ſee the furies arm'd ! ſee their fell ſerpents 
That rouſe themſelves to ſting me! Is there none, 
No power to ſcreen me from them ? 


LEoniDAs? | 
Gracious Sir, 
Where is that patience—— 


PERIANDER. 
Soft—T ſee her plain. 


Yonder on high ſhe ſits amid the gods, 

Who wonder at her charms—And doſt thou ſmile 
Upon thy murderer ? O thus let me kneel, 

And weeping worſhip thee—Ha ! ſeeſt thou there 
Yon flaming pool ? And what damn'd foul is that, 
Aſcending from it's depth, that beckons me? 

He wafts me ſtill—By hell, *tis hated Procles, 
The cauſe of all my ruin—Traitor, yes, 

I come, I fly, to plunge thee deeper {till 


In this red ſea of tortures——Oh ! 


ARIS To. 
4 AP 34 He dies! 
POLYDORE. 


O matchleſs horror ! | 
LEONEIDAS. 


'EURYDI CE. 
| | LEONIDAS. | 


Lay him gently down; | 
While we, with terror, own heaven's fearful juſtice ! 


— 


Let monarchs hence be warn'd, let nations know, 


From guilt indulg'd what certain miſchiefs grow. 
In peace tho' gracious, tho in combat brave, 
His broken vow purſu'd him to the grave. 
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Written by Aaron Ritt EAW 
* 88 by Miſs Ronnzon, in boys — 


tripping in haſtily. 
H! Gentlemen In cem but * ent 
A voluntier Pray des my ſize 2 2s 

Man, Jam youri—ſex, bleſs'd, as heaven can make xd- 
Aud from this time, weak woman! 1 forſake ye. 

Whe'd be a wife ? when each new play can teach us, 
To what fine ends theſe lords of ours. ws 2. 
At firſt, what#er they do, they dio charming 
But mark what follows; frightful ! and alarming ! 
They feed too faſt on love ; then ſickening tell us, © 
The can't, forſooth, be kind—becauſe e they're jealong. 


ps 


Who won d be then ? io ſigb—and ſu 73 
"od wiſh—and wait — by <q — Praffer] 
| Nt I--fareugl 16 


And 1 Gear, — 45 ! os 2 
Henceforth, new moulded, Ill rove, love, and wanders 

And fight, and orm. and charm-—like PrhiAx RR. 
Born for this age," pert, Mort, and clever, 
Tf eer I grow a MAR — g now, or never, 

Well! but what conduct ſuits this transformation ? 
PII copy ſome ſmart ſoul of converſation. 
Should there M war, I'd talk of fields and trenches ; 
Should there be -peace—Pd toaſ ten ſuvarite wenches 1 
Should I be lov'd—gadſo ! haw then 1 
PII bow, as you d;—and look fooliſh at ber + 
And fo, who knows, that never means to prove e, 
But I'm as good a man, as any of ye! © 

As to the play herg—pooh—pox take the play ! 
Tell me, yourſelves, iohat you would have me ſay, - 
Ihether with hiſſes or applauſe you greet it; 
Rat me! if 1 * = you treat its 
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